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A LESSON IN HAIR-BRAINED SCHEMES by VannahFanfics 


Tsuyu’s large, frog-like eyes blinked slowly as she turned the page of the light novel 
she was reading. She sat upon the common room sofa, leaning against a throw pillow 
with her legs tucked up beside her. It was a lazy Saturday, so she was dressed only in a 
pair of mint green tights and an oversized white sweater with a cartoon frog stitched 
onto it that Ochako had gleefully bought for her birthday. Tsuyu greatly appreciated 
her friend's giddiness of her frog motif, so the hoodie was one of her favorite things to 
lounge around in. There really was nothing like a calm morning reading a good book in 
comfy clothes. 


Tsuyu’s ears perked at the distinct sound of mischievous giggles floating into the room. 
She peeked over the back of the couch to see Hanta and Denki scuttling down the 
stairs, wearing identical naughty grins. She closed her book as they both plopped 
down on either side of her, propping up their legs and wiping the nefarious smiles off 
their faces like Tsuyu hadn’t heard them snickering like a pair of bandits. 


“Tsu, if anyone asks, we've been here the whole time,” Hanta said as he booted up his 
handheld console and began jamming the buttons in haste to look like he had been 
deeply involved in a level for some time. 


“Yeah,” Denki agreed, scrolling through his social media feed, “we definitely have 
nothing to do with what's about to happen in three... two... one...” 


Tsuyu jumped violently as a deranged scream resounded upstairs, followed by a 
slamming door and several very loud explosions. Amidst the crackles and snaps and 
insane screeches, Tsuyu could discern some very angry yells: 


“Who did it? Which one of you numbskulls put hair dye in my shampoo?” Katsuki 
howled, each angry word punctuated with a stomp. As the volatile boy charged 
through the dorm, the other students flooded from upstairs to escape his wrath. Most 
of them were covering their mouths struggling to suppress giggles; Mina wasn’t even 
attempting to do so, cackling like a witch while tears streamed down her pink cheeks. 
She gave Denki and Hanta high-fives as she dashed to the kitchen to busy herself with 
something. 


Another loud burst of explosions announced Katsuki’s arrival onto the ground floor. 
The others had accomplished looking innocent; several pairs of wide eyes turned to 
look upon the seething blond—or, once-blond. Katsuki’s dripping-wet hair was now a 
striking shade of hot pink. Standing at the base of the steps with a towel slung around 


his waist and water dripping into a puddle from his muscular body, he looked so 
comical that Tsuyu had to press a hand to her lips to keep a snicker from sneaking out. 


“Which one of ya did it? Huh?” Katsuki demanded with an angry point into the living 
room. A chorus of confused mutters failed to satisfy him. “Don’t lie! Look at my hair! 
Look at it!” he screeched while tugging at the rosy strands slicked to his forehead. 


“| think it looks rather lovely! Now we match!” Mina chimed in as she stuck her head 
out of the kitchen with cereal spilling from her lips. Katsuki furiously gave her the finger 
and told her to shut her mouth, prompting Mina to skip back into the kitchen with airy 


giggles. 


“Pikachu! You're awfully fuckin’ quiet over there!” Katsuki accused suddenly. Denki 
jumped up and dropped his phone, splaying his hand over his heart in feigned 
innocence. 


“Not cool, Baku-bro!” he pouted. “Why ya gotta accuse me, huh? | was just down here 
with Tsu, mindin’ my own business,” he said with a sideways glance at the frog girl. 
Tsuyu straightened up with a squeak as Katsuki’s fiery red eyes landed on her, silently 
demanding confirmation. Tsuyu fidgeted against the couch cushion; it wasn’t right to 
lie, but Denki and Hanta had asked her to lie... Oh, what was the right decision? 


Deciding that lying would probably keep him from murdering Denki in cold blood, she 
opted to say, “That's right, ribbit.” 


Though Katsuki’s irritation rose at no one fessing up, he didn’t make any more baseless 
accusations. Mr. Aizawa strolled in, took a look at his hair, shrugged, and then ordered 
him to mop up the puddle of bathwater on the floor before it bowed the wood. 
Katsuki's face took on a hue nearly as pink as his hair, a scowl making a home on his 


lips. 


“When | find out which one of you knuckleheads did this—” he warned as he grabbed 
the towel around his hips, “you'll be sorry!” As he whirled on his heel, he slipped in the 
soap suds and slammed into the wall. A chorus of snorts and barely suppressed 
laughter rang out around him, and Tsuyu could see the burning red of his ears even 
from the considerable distance. Muttering curses, he stomped back up the stairs to get 
dressed. A collectively held breath nearly burst in the room; as soon as they heard his 
dorm slam upstairs, everyone exploded into laughter. 


“| can't believe it worked!” Denki cackled as he leaned across Tsuyu to give his 
partner-in-crime a fist bump. 


“You two ought to be ashamed of yourself,” Tenya scolded while pushing up his 
glasses. He could only keep his expression stern for a few seconds before the smile 
crept onto his thin lips. “Although that shade does look rather magnificent on him, | 
must say.” Her classmates chattered animatedly about the prank, all while Tsuyu 
listened attentively. 


Tsuyu had never really prescribed to pranking; it seemed a mean thing to do, to tease 
others. However, as she watched the room fill with smiles, something dawned on her 
that never had before—could pranks be a way to bond with your classmates? As she 
looked back upon the many tricks that the dynamic duo Denki and Hanta had pulled 
on their peers, the person on the receiving end laughed about it eventually—even 
Katsuki, who was the butt of many of their jokes thanks to his simply explosive 
reactions. After he’d cooled down, he’d make threats and bleat about how angry he 
was, but there was always a curl to the edge of his lips that belied his hidden sense of 
affection. 


As Tsuyu considered this, the students slowly migrated out of the common room to get 
back to their Saturday routines, now that Katsuki probably wouldn't tear the dorm 
apart. On either side of her, Denki and Hanta were already conspiring to commit 
another act of mischief. Tsuyu looked at each of them before nervously piping up, “| 
want to play a prank on someone, ribbit!” 


“Huh? Ya do?” Denki blinked curiously. Tsuyu nodded eagerly, clenching her fists in 
front of her to show her resolve. “Have you ever pulled a prank before, Tsu?” 


“No... That’s why | want to do one, to see why everyone likes them so much.” 


“Are you sure, Tsu?” Hanta asked sheepishly, rubbing at the back of his neck. “| mean, 
you're such a kind-hearted person... It's okay if you're not the type of person to 
prank.” 


“| want to!” she insisted with a resolute shake of her head. “| want to try it just once, 
ribbit!” 


“Well, all right, Tsu, if you insist.” Denki shrugged and rolled over onto one side. Hanta 
did the same as if they were engaging in a conspiratorial huddle. “Do you have any 
idea what kind of prank you want to do?” 


Tsuyu thoughtfully poked her chin. 


“Well... | don't want anyone to get hurt, of course, and | don’t want to do anything too 
mean. | want to play a prank that even the person being pranked can have a good 
laugh about,” she explained while looking thoughtfully up at the ceiling. Denki and 


Hanta both nodded sagely as they tucked their chins into the webbing between their 
thumb and forefinger, hanging onto Tsu’s every word. “| want it to be something they 
can look back on and laugh about when they tell the story!” 


“Very noble. Very noble indeed, Tsu,” Hanta appraised. “You already have the true 
essence of a prankster.” 


“Do you think Katsuki will laugh about his hair being dyed pink?” 


“Baku-bro is a different breed. Besides, Hanta and | aren't exactly ethical pranksters; 
we just like to get under people’s skins,” Denki sniggered proudly. “But for you, our 
dear, sweet, adorable Tsu,” he sighed as he wound an arm around her shoulders, 
“we'll cook up a plan that aligns with your goals.” Tsuyu perked up at that, daresay 
growing excited about the prospect of pranking with the dorm’s best. 


“As a matter of fact,” Hanta grinned deviously and rubbed his chin, “I think | have just 
the perfect prank... But this will require a great deal of skill, secrecy, and aid from a 
professional.” 


“A professional?” Tsuyu asked. 


“That's right, Tsu,” Denki confirmed. “You can call him our benefactor. Many a time his 
genius brain has concocted hair-brained schemes for us mere peons to commit...” 


“Truly, a master of his craft,” Hanta agreed. 


Nearly beside herself with curiosity, Tsuyu’s head swiveled to look between the both of 
them. 


“Well, who it is, ribbit?” 
“That would be none other than |, Present Mic! Yeeaaaaaaaaah!" 


Tsuyu actually did jump off of the couch this time, landing in a crouch on the coffee 
table as the pro hero screamed behind her. She looked wide-eyed at the loud man 
with the crazy duo, who struck a pose and pushed down his sunglasses to reveal 
gleaming emerald eyes. “So sorry to frighten you, Tsuyu, my dear,” he tutted 
apologetically. “| was just so excited to hear that my two favorite protégés were 
cooking up a plot to teach you the art! Come, come now; don’t keep a man waiting,” 
he whined to the two boys. 


Sneering devilishly, Hanta leaned in to whisper excitedly into Hizashi’s ear. Tsuyu 
marveled at the absolutely maniacal grin that split his face as Hanta divulged the inner 
workings of his devious mind. 
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“Ohohoho, that’s good, that’s so good!” Hizashi chortled and clapped his hands 
together. “Magnificent work... Now then, | will make all the necessary preparations, 
while you two enlighten young Tsuyu to our grand plan! Ta-ta!” And with that, he was 
zooming out of the dorm leaving dust clouds and a very confused Mr. Aizawa in his 
wake. The boys waited until their teacher had ambled off to the kitchen to procure 
coffee before leaning in close. 


“Now listen, Tsu,” Hanta whispered. “Pay close attention. The victim of our prank will 
be none other than...” 
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Tsuyu cautiously peered above the surface of the lake, eyes blinking slowly in the 
gloom. Dawn was nearly there, tinging the horizon with ruddy gold and pink. The stars 
steadfastly glimmered on, refusing to relinquish their gleam, but soon enough they 
would be snuffed out by the rising sun. 


She poked her head fully above the water as a scraping sound caught her attention. A 
few shadowy figures appeared from the bushes, toting a large black mass; as they 
passed under the illuminating glow of a streetlamp, it revealed Denki, Hanta, and 
Ochako—the latter of whom was levitating a white mattress, on which Mr. Aizawa was 
passed out. Present Mic strutted in the rear, eagerly filming, joined by a very amused 
Midnight. Of course, they had needed her aid to keep their teacher unconscious while 
they toted him all the way out to one of the practice fields where Tsuyu would lie in 
wait to tie their devious little operation together. 


“Ribbit, I'm here,” Tsuyu called softly to them. The crickets sang accompaniment to her 
gentle voice, but the pranking party still caught wind of her sound despite it. Denki 
trotted over to her to flash her a wink. 


“You ready?” 


“Mhmm.” She nodded in affirmation. Though her belly was churning nervously in fear 
and guilt, there was a bit of excitement there, too. It felt almost like a rite of passage to 
become truly committed to their friend group. 


As Ochako brought the mattress over, Tsuyu gently looped her tongue around the 
corner and brought it down to the water's surface. She used her powerful legs to guide 
it to the center of the lake, leaving an oblivious, snoozing Shota to drift amongst the 
ripples. Tsuyu swam along the muddy bottom before emerging between the reeds, 
blinking as water streamed in rivulets down her face. 


“Did | do well, ribbit?” 


“You performed exemplarily, Tsuyu, dear, well done!” Hizashi praised, making the girl 
flush happily. Midnight patted her on the head as she climbed up the small slope to 
the sidewalk. “Now, all we have to do is wait,” Hizashi hummed with an expectant 
glance at the sky, which was rapidly flooding gold. They all waited impatiently for the 
sun to shine above the horizon and awaken their hapless victim. 


Tsuyu twitched as she watched the mattress slowly turn in circles on the lake. Perhaps 
this wasn’t the right thing to do? Would Mr. Aizawa be angry and punish her? Oh, she 
would hate to get on his bad side. Just as her second thoughts were beginning to spur 
her to call it off, the bright rays of sunlight finally crashed over the tops of the U.A. 
campus, illuminating their snoozing target in all his scruffy, sleep-deprived glory. 


Mr. Aizawa groaned as the light shone brightly down in his face. He swatted loosely 
with his arm, looking like he was trying to pull the sheets over his head—except there 
were none. When his groggy mind figured that out, he cracked his eyes open—and 
then cried out in shock. 


“What the hell?!” he yelled and sat bolt upright, then exclaimed in confusion as the 
mattress wobbled and sloshed in the water. He gripped the edges in a struggle to 
remain upright, looking around wildly until his bloodshot eyes landed on the 
perpetrators snickering on the bank. His perplexed gaze bounced from Denki to Hanta 
to Midnight to Ochako to Mic and then finally to Tsuyu, where real confusion clouded 
his features. “What the—? Mic! | know you're behind this!” he accused and started 
trying to paddle his way ashore. 


“Ah, ah, ah,” Hizashi tutted with a waggle of his finger, the other hand holding up the 
still-filming cellphone. “My little pupils here are the masterminds of this daring 
escapade. Give them due credit.” 


“| can't believe this! All of you are—Gah!” In his haste to get to shore and throttle his 
best friend, their teacher failed to distribute his weight on the mattress. He could only 
gawk as the right side flipped up and dropped him right into the lake, sending another 
chorus of laughs through the group. He emerged from the water a few seconds later, 
black hair slicked to his head and covering everything but his scowl. He slapped his 
hair out of the way as he waded ashore to loom over the four students with a 
terrifyingly blank stare. “Well? Anything you have to say for yourselves?” 


Ochako put her hands together to try and start floating away. Denki and Hanta were 
whistling and looking around as if they had just happened upon the situation and had 
no idea what he was talking about. Mic had no shame, flitting around commentating 
his filming while Mr. Aizawa barked at him to hand over the phone. Midnight was 


chortling as she watched the two bicker, commenting that it was worth sacrificing her 
beauty rest for this. 


Tsuyu shrunk guiltily into herself, definitely thinking that this was a mistake. Meekly, she 
offered, “Don’t... Don’t you think it's just a little bit funny, Mr. Aizawa?” 


“What?” 


She quailed under his inquisitorial stare, ringing her fingers as she guiltily looked at her 
feet. 


“I-l mean... ribbit... When you look back on this moment, won't you laugh?” 


Mr. Aizawa stared bewilderedly at her for a moment. Then, with a deep sigh, he 
seemed to deflate like a balloon. With a snort, he wove his fingers through his soaking 
wet hair and smiled. 


“Yeah, | suppose | will. Not bad for your first prank, Asui, but are you sure you really 
want to consort with these heathens? They’re bad influences.” 


“Hey! What a way to talk about your students!” Denki huffed. “Anyway, did ya hear 
that, Tsu? Mission success!” The blond grinned while hugging her. Tsuyu smiled 
broadly, scrunching up her eyes in elation. 


“Ribbit! That was a lot of fun!” 


“So you mean we aren’t grounded?” Ochako offered hopefully. Denki and Hanta 
exchanged scared looks before turning to their teacher, who exhaled deeply. 


“No, | suppose not... But don’t ever drop me in a lake again.” 
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“See! All's well that ends well~ 
threatening finger at him. 


Hizashi said with a little dance. Mr. Aizawa pointed a 


“If that footage ends up online—" 


“Whoops? What's this? A video | just posted has over a thousand views already! 
People are so active in the morning...” Hizashi hummed innocently while edging away. 
Mr. Aizawa stared at him bloodthirstily, hair rising and eyes glowing red. Present Mic 
took that as his cue. “See you later, kids! Gotta run!” he said before dashing off like 
Hell was behind him. Well, it was, in the form of a seething Mr. Aizawa. 


“Get back here!” 


“Ahaha, so spirited so early in the morning,” Midnight purred as she watched the two 
men run off. She then turned to Tsuyu with a kind smile. “Well, I'm glad you had fun. 
It’s important that you all remember to be kids.” 


“Mhmm! We should do this again sometime, ribbit!” 


“Hear that? Tsuyu’s becoming a little deviant herself,” Denki grinned while elbowing 
Hanta lightly in the ribs. 


“Isn't she? We'll have to sleep with one eye open, methinks, before she turns on us!” 
the boy nodded. Tsuyu only winked at them. Now that she was delving into the realm 
of tricks and pranks, no one was safe! Such was the name of the game, after all. 
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OPERATION: RAGER by katyastarle 


Tags: Underaged Drinking, Yaoyorozu Momo/Jiro Kyoka, Bakugo Katsuki/Midoriya 
Izuku 


Todoroki sat in the common room with his laptop open, earbuds in, and stars in his 
mismatched eyes when Izuku wandered in for a late-night snack. He was surprised to 
find him sitting in the dark. 


“Um, Todoroki?” Izuku waved at him in an attempt to pull his focus from the screen. 
He removed his earbuds and regarded Izuku with wide eyes. 


“Have you ever seen Risky Business?” 
“No... is that what you're doing? It’s three in the morning, you know.” 


“Is it?” He looked around the dark room and took in the empty couches. “| hadn't 
noticed. | was busy.” 


“Busy watching really old foreign movies?” 


“No. I’m reclaiming my childhood,” he said, so gravely serious that Izuku felt the knee- 
jerk laugh he gave was probably an impulse he should've stifled. 


“Have you been doing this all night?” 


“| watched a lot of very informative films. I've decided to throw a rager.” Todoroki 
hadn't used air quotes, but Izuku could clearly hear them in his tone, like he wasn’t 
entirely sure what it meant. “Midoriya, have you ever been to a party?” 


Izuku paused for a moment, thinking. Todoroki probably didn’t want to hear about 
Kacchan’s fourth birthday party, with the orange streamers, the skull-shaped birthday 
cake, and the way his best friend’s palms sparked when Izuku gave him a kiss on the 
cheek as a present. His face felt hot just thinking about it. 


“Not really,” he said. Growing up Quirkless meant he hadn’‘t had too many 
opportunities to socialize. 


“Me either. Let’s throw a party.” 
Izuku couldn't help it—he laughed again. 


“Yeah, alright. Count me in. Goodnight, Todoroki! Don’t stay up too late party 
planning!” 


Later, Izuku would remember this moment and come to deeply regret it. 


Tonight was the night. He wasn’t a drinker, but then again, what hero student was? As 
far as he knew, this was the first time anyone had really let loose since high school 
began—or at least since the League of Villains decided to target them. Now, they had 
a week off from training, more than half the League was in prison for the foreseeable 
future, and their first year at U.A. had come to a close. What better way to celebrate 
than by seizing the moment? And by the moment, he meant the day Endeavor got on 
a plane to Hokkaido to catch a villain he’d been after for a long time. 


Todoroki’s home was empty, and Izuku couldn’t deter him from his party plans. 
Todoroki couldn't think of a better way to reclaim his childhood—while simultaneously 
pissing off his father—than by throwing an absolute rager. Seriously, he wouldn't stop 
using that word. 


Fuyumi—Todoroki’s older sister, and possibly the only person in the family who wasn’t 
out to make Endeavor angry at every possible opportunity—was against the party, but 
she was also out of town with her boyfriend, and she seemed resigned to the fact that 
her awkward little brother was going to do what he wanted. Natsuo, still responsible, 
but always down to fuck with Endeavor and allow his youngest sibling to experience 
what he so eloquently called normal people shit—was the one who provided the 
booze. 


“I'll be here all night, Sho—unless the cops show, then I’m fucking out of here—so if 
you need anything, I'll be in Endeavor's office emailing all his work contacts sad kitten 
memes.” 


“Thank you, Natsuo,” Todoroki said evenly, eyeing the pyramid of beer cases, boxed 
wine, and liquor bottles—all purchased courtesy of the number one hero’s many credit 
cards. He gave the slightest twitch of his mouth, and Izuku knew him well enough by 
now to understand that as an expression of immense gratitude—maybe even a little bit 
of excitement. 


“So, when is everyone getting here?” Izuku asked. 
“| said eight, but the movies | watched say that means everyone will be here at ten.” 


Izuku nodded, but he'd be surprised if half the class didn’t show up right at eight. He 
had a hard time believing lida wouldn't be punctual, at least. He popped the tab on a 
can of beer and the action was a bit anticlimactic—just like opening a soda can. He 


thought it'd feel cool or rebellious. He took an experimental sip and found that it 
tasted just as much like warm piss as it looked. 


“Ugh, it’s hot!” 
Todoroki gave him a deadpan stare before idly waving his right hand around. 


“Oh,” |zuku said, and just barely stopped himself from face-palming. Todoroki’s mouth 
twitched again before he hefted up a few of the beer cases. 


“Help me get these to the kitchen. We can fill the sink with water and ice.” 
“Right! Um, do you think we'll need this much alcohol?” 


“| don’t know, but something about it excites me,” he said, eyeing the tower of illicit 
party goods again. Izuku snorted at the childlike wonder in his eyes. 


“So... you're really doing this?” Izuku asked, as if the proof wasn’t staring him in the 
face. It was probably his nerves getting the best of him, that last-ditch effort to stop 
whatever was going to happen in its tracks. “Todoroki, you do know that you’re not an 
American girl from the 1980s, right?” 


“A wise person once said, be the Molly Ringwald you want to see in the world,” he 
intoned softly, cooling a can of beer in his right hand. He went too far, and it promptly 
exploded in a spray of white, fizzy liquid. With a blank look, he set the can on the 
counter and tried again with a new one. 


“Who said that?” Izuku asked, studying his own warm can. His friend stuck palm to the 
bottom of it, cooling it with his Quirk. 


“My sister.” He shrugged, as if to say c’est la vie. “She watched all those movies when 
she studied abroad. |’m starting to think she never went to class.” 


“But... Molly Ringwald didn’t even party.” 


“But she lived,” Todoroki said, far too serious for the conversation they were having. 
“She overcame her fears. She made memories.” 


Izuku tilted his head and wondered when his stoic friend became so profound. He 
would never admit it, but Izuku wanted to make memories tonight too. He wanted to 
tell Kacchan how he felt. He wanted to kiss him, and be kissed by him, to have it be the 
start of something... and Izuku, brave as he thought he was, didn’t think he could do it 
without a little liquid courage. 


He took another sip of his beer, slightly cooled with Todoroki’s help, and prayed for 
the ghost of Molly Ringwald to possess him in the same way his friend seemed to be. 
Izuku was suddenly as impassioned as Todoroki, ready to let his freak flag fly, or 
whatever. 


“Okay. To Molly Ringwald, then,” he said, raising his perspiring can in Todoroki’s 
direction, before downing the whole thing in a few carbonated gulps. 


“To Operation: Rager,” Todoroki agreed, with a solemness that belied his excitement. 


Promptly at eight, the entire class arrived. 


Before even giving the extras any time to welcome him, Katsuki grabbed Kirishima’s 
wrist and shoved him into the first empty room he could find. Katsuki’s palms were 
twice as sweaty, nervous about the plans he had for the evening. 


He tried to, very calmly, ask for a favor, but in the end, he sort of screamed at his 
unsuspecting wingman. 


“You want me to kiss you?” Kirishima asked, bewildered. 
“Obviously!” 


Katsuki was loath to admit his inexperience to the one person in the class that actually 
had a girlfriend, but Kirishima was the only person he knew who'd stay quiet. 


“For science, right? Cause, like, you're my bro, but | don’t swing that way.” 


“For research,” Katsuki said, jamming a finger into Kirishima’s chest. “Deku won't know 
what hit him.” 


“| feel like | should tell you that Midoriya will probably implode no matter how bad of a 
kisser you are. Also... | have to ask Mina first.” 


Katsuki huffed an unintelligible string of curse words, losing his goddamn patience. He 
scoffed at the insinuation that he’d be a bad kisser. He was good at everything 
because he practiced. This was no different. 


“Text her, then,” he barked because he couldn't really begrudge his friend for wanting 
to be a dutiful boyfriend. 


Kirishima wasted no time fishing his phone out of the pocket of his ugly, brown 
corduroys while Katsuki paced around the room, feeling like a caged feral animal. He 
wanted to get this shit over with so he could find Deku. 


“She wants to know if she can watch,” Kirishima said, a goofy smile on his face as he 
read the message. Katsuki rolled his eyes. Without preamble, he grabbed the front of 
Kirishima’s shirt with both hands and pulled him in with nearly enough force to crack 
teeth. 


Kirishima squawked in surprise, dropping his phone, before Katsuki’s pinched mouth 
shut him up. After that, it was deadly silent—almost awkwardly so. Kirishima hadn't 
moved a muscle, his hands stuck awkwardly to his sides. It was like kissing a brick wall. 
Katsuki tried to imagine Deku, but it was hard when all he could focus on was the fact 
that Kirishima tasted like Fritos and Monster. 


How does Ashido put up with this shit? 
And then... something happened. Something clicked. 


Kirishima turned his head slightly, and his large hands landed lightly on Katsuki’s waist. 
Katsuki’s hands seemed to take on a mind of their own, one cupping the back of his 
friend's neck, and the other trying valiantly to run his fingers through the fortress of gel 
that was Kirishima’s hair. Thank god Deku didn’t bother with hair products. Hopefully, 
he ran a brush through his curls that night, so Katsuki would be able to get his fingers 
through them without sticking into a tangle. 


Kirishima squeezed him tighter, like he was trying to encircle the thinnest point of his 
waist with only his large hands. It nearly worked. He pulled away, looking excited. 


“| think your waist is tinier than Mina’s!” 


“Shut up and kiss me, damn it!” Katsuki barked, his face hot, and yanked him back into 
him. Their lips met again, still crashing, but a bit softer. They had established a rhythm 
now, and it was much easier to play off each other, to fall into an easy give and take. 
Katsuki knew he’d be good at this. He couldn't wait to kiss Deku. The nerd would 
probably cry, both from happiness and the irrefutable knowledge that Katsuki was 
better than him at one more thing. 


“Hey, Kacch—AH!” 


Katsuki’s eyes went impossibly wide and met Kirishima’s. They were still kissing, and 
thus, so fucking close that their eyelashes were nearly touching. Katsuki shoved him 
away, but not quickly enough. 


Deku abruptly burst into tears and ran out the door, slamming it shut behind him, and 
Katsuki felt his chance slipping away. 


“Fuck!” 


“Deku, can you move a little to the left?” Uraraka asked, her phone positioned for a 
selfie. 


Izuku sniffled and did as he was told. He watched the screen as he did so, and the 
second he was no longer visible, Uraraka snapped the picture. He tried not to feel hurt 
about that. He did look awful, puffy and red as his eyes were. After she typed out a 
quick caption and posted her photo, she finally graced her best friend with some 
much-needed attention. 


“Okay, Deku, what's up?” Her glossed lips popped the last syllable. 


“Kacchan is kissing Kirishima,” he wailed, a fresh wave of tears running down his 
cheeks. Uraraka squinted at him, slightly pained. 


“| see,” she said, way too evenly for Izuku’s liking. 


Still, he opened his arms for a hug, seeking comfort. He sniffled loudly enough to be 
heard over the music, determined to keep the snot in his nose where it belonged. 
Uraraka grimaced, only opening her arms slightly. Izuku took this as permission to 
barrel into her, but she cringed away from him at the last second. 


“Wait!” She waved her arms around frantically in front of her to keep him at bay. 
“Deku, | love you, but | can’t return this top tomorrow if you get tears and snot all over 
it!” 


“B-but I’m sad.” He pouted, doing his best to weaponize his ability to look 
breathtakingly pathetic. 


“| know, | know. I’m sorry. Hold on!” 


She ran off, wobbling on the ridiculous heels she was sporting for the night, shouting 
lida’s name over the music. lida rushed in so fast he may as well have been using his 
Quirk. 


“What's wrong?” he bellowed, taking in every inch of Izuku with a harried look in his 

eyes. He had an overflowing first aid kit in his hands, and Izuku could vividly imagine 

him begging Yaoyorozu to make it for him in preparation for the night of debauchery 
he was so staunchly against. 


“Midoriya! What happened? Are you feeling ill? Do you think you might pass out? | will 
personally make sure you don’t drown in your own vomit.” 


“At ease, doctor,” Uraraka said when she caught up to him. “He just needs a hug.” 


Izuku resented this oversimplification on every level. A hug wasn’t going to mend his 
broken heart or resurrect his disappointed hopes for the evening. That wasn’t to say 
that he didn’t want the hug. At this, lida visibly deflated. 


“Oh,” he said, still hesitating to open his arms to his distraught friend. 


“If someone doesn’t hug me right now, I’m going to lose it!” He made frantic grabby 
hands at his friends, feeling very much like a toddler begging to be picked up. Uraraka 
shoved lida’s shoulder until he was finally opening his arms to receive Izuku, wrapping 
him in a stiff, awkward hug. 


“Um, there, there,” he said, thumping Izuku’s back with so much force that Izuku 
heaved out a breath against his will. Honestly, it was like seeking comfort in a 
refrigerator—rote, cold, and boxy. 


“See! All better, Deku. Now, if you'll excuse me, I’ve got hot girl shit to do for the 
Gram,” she said, wobbling away once again. 


“You're just going to leave me here?” lida shouted. 


“Yep! l’ve got promo codes to sell! Have a drink, Deku! Love you!” She blew an 
overexaggerated kiss in his direction, and lida was already backing off. 


“So... did the hug work? Are you feeling better?” 


Izuku grimaced and tried to fight away the intrusive thought that his friends were just a 
bit useless in the empathy department. He supposed everyone had their own plans for 
the night. He couldn’t hold it against them just because his plans were dead on arrival. 
Izuku patted lida’s back and released him from the duty of comforting him. Izuku would 
have to take care of this himself. 


“Not really,” he admitted. “So there's only one thing to do now!” 


“Persevere in the face of your disappointment and find the bright side of things?” 
lida—the boy who once decided murder was an okay way to deal with one’s 
problems—said naively. 


“No, of course not! Somebody pour me a drink!” Izuku yelled to no one in particular, 
determinedly walking towards the kitchen. 


“Yaomomo,” Mina said, giggling into her half-drunk cup of rosé. It took her a few tries 
to get the rest out. “You and Todoroki should hook up!” 


“What? You think so?” she asked, clutching her own glass of Cabernet Sauvignon—in a 
real, long-stemmed wine glass. It was boxed wine, leagues below the casual sips she 
had taken from her parents’ glasses over the years, but it still deserved to be in 
something other than a disposable, plastic cup. 


“Why?” Kyoka blurted out, nearly choking on the fizzy, purple concoction in her cup. 
She was standing close enough to Momo that she could smell the sickly sweet, grape 
vodka on her breath. It smelled nostalgic, like the purple lollipops her mother let her 
have when she brought home an exemplary report card. She and Kyoka shared a look, 
and as unexpected as it was, it left her feeling warmer than the wine she'd imbibed. 
Kyoka was a wonderful friend. 


“Oh, my god, yes!” Toru squealed, draping her arm over Mina’s shoulders. “| so 
agree.” 


ut 


Cause rich, hot bitches have to stick together! Am | right, ladies?” Mina giggled. 


“That's ridiculous,” Kyoka said, at exactly the same moment as Momo said, “Maybe. 
He is cute.” 


Mina and Toru cackled drunkenly, and Kyoka stared at her half-full cup. 


“| need a refill,” she mumbled, and immediately left for the kitchen. 


Izuku stared hard at the myriad alcoholic beverages on offer, wondering where to start. 
He was desperate not to lose the buzz he cultivated from the two beers he chugged 
earlier. He had an empty cup in his hand, and he was determined to fill it up with 
something that might numb the persistent sad festering within. His musings were 
interrupted when Jiro entered the room, slightly stumbling. She went straight for the 
tall, chilled bottle of purple liquid in the icy sink. 


“Is that any good?” Izuku asked, as she unceremoniously poured a shot's worth into 
her mouth, the bottle dangling just above her lips. Jiro swallowed, coughed, shivered, 
and then recovered. 


“Tastes like grape Gatorade, but angry,” she said, wiping an errant trail of grape vodka 
from the corner of her mouth. 


“Oh, my god, | love grapes.” 


Jiro’s only response was to offer the bottle to him, a challenge in her eyes. Izuku was 
used to challenges, and this one seemed minor in the face of everything he had faced 
in the past. He accepted the bottle and poured it into his mouth in the same way Jiro 
had previously. 


He retched, eyes bulging, before swallowing it down. It did not taste like grape 
Gatorade, angry or otherwise. He was seconds away from telling her as much, but she 
gave him a look of approval that Izuku had always been susceptible to. Acceptance. 
She poured them both a generous amount of the not-grape flavored vodka, with a 
splash of whatever mixer was within reach. Izuku didn’t want to pry, but he was 
compelled to ask. 


“Are you okay?” 


“I'm in love with Yaomomo,” she blurted out before casually sipping her drink. “But 
she’s probably not a lesbian.” 


“W-what?” 
“Gay panic, Midoriya! Keep up!” 


“Oh,” he said, nodding. He picked up his cup, willing himself to be so honest. “I’m... 
yeah, me, too. | mean, | like Kacchan. | am Kacchan-sexual.” 


Maybe that was too honest, he thought, mourning the loss of his already barely there 
brain to mouth filter. 


“No, shit.” She snorted, before taking another deep swig from her cup. 


“| just caught him making out with Kirishima,” he said, staring into his drink. Jiro did a 
literal spit take, spraying Izuku’s white shirt with indigo droplets, like fucked up tie-dye. 
He recoiled, as one does when faced with unexpected spittle. 


“What? Fuck that! You should make him jealous!” 


Izuku pondered that possibility, wondering if he was at all able to do that. It was an 
appealing idea.... He may as well try it. 


“Do... you want to make out?” Izuku asked tentatively. Jiro looked insulted. 


“What part of lesbian did you not understand?” 


“Right. S-sorry.” Izuku mumbled. He took another swig of his drink, mentally running 
through a checklist of his classmates, wondering who would, first off, be willing to kiss 
him, and second, who would make Kacchan the most jealous. 


The idea sprang to mind so suddenly that he gasped, nearly choking on his stiff drink. 


“So, um, Todoroki,” Momo said, nervously swirling the maroon liquid in her glass. She 
felt a need to drink more, but she actually hated the taste of her wine. “Are you having 
fun?” 


“Yes,” he said, watching the general merriment happening around them with an 
impassive expression. For absolutely no reason that she could discern, he very 
deliberately knocked an expensive vase off a high shelf, like a vindictive cat. Momo 
tilted her head in confusion, eyeing the shards of porcelain at their feet. 


“Why did you do that?” 


“Payback,” he said, before sweeping the debris away with his foot. “For a childhood 
squandered.” 


“Oh, of course,” she said, totally at a loss, but trying to play along, anyway. “May | 
help?” 


Todoroki’s eyes brightened for a fraction of a moment, the corner of his mouth ticking 
upward. 


“Thank you, Yaoyorozu. Let's make a mess,” he said, about as emphatically as he ever 
said anything. Together, they pulled a few books off the shelves, pages fluttering as 
they hit the ground. 


"Uh, so that was...” 


“Shut. Up,” Katsuki said, pissed beyond belief. He all but collapsed on the nearby bed 
without a care for who it belonged to, his mind running in circles. Kirishima looked 
hopelessly unprepared to navigate the intricacies of what to do when your best friend 
(a title Katsuki begrudgingly accepted) fucked things up with his crush. 


“Maybe you should—” 


“Shut up!” Katsuki yelled, pinching the bridge of his nose. He was trying not to panic 
and Kirishima wasn’t helping. 


“—be... honest?” Kirishima said in the tentative way he often used when he knew what 
he was saying might end in bloodshed. 


“Honest about what?” 
“Why you were kissing me?” 
“And look like a fucking nerd? Hell no!” 


“Midoriya would probably find it kinda sweet that you were nervous,” he said, 
shrugging, but the beginnings of a shit-eating grin pulled at the corners of his mouth. 
Katsuki ripped a pillow off the bed and threw it at him. He caught it with his stupid 
face. 


“| wasn’t nervous! Fuck off.” 


“Right... Well, I’m gonna go drink pink wine with my girlfriend. Talk to him, bro. 
Everything will work out.” 


Momo picked up a ceramic trinket and daintily tossed it to the floor while Todoroki set 
a book on fire. The sudden burst of flame and ash startled her. She slipped in the 
debris at her feet and tripped into his chest. She blushed, the small, flaming book all 
but forgotten as she looked up into his eyes. This was perfect! 


Here goes nothing, she thought, attempting to build up the confidence to make a 
move. Suddenly, Midoriya materialized, all but sprinting towards them. Out of sheer 
self-preservation, she hurriedly stepped aside. 
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“Todoroki, kiss me!” He commanded as he jumped into his friend’s arms. Todoroki 


caught him easily. 


“Okay,” he said stoically, just before their lips met, as if this was a regular occurrence 
for them. 


“Are you...” Momo started, but she was at a loss for words. When she found her voice 
again, it was unfortunately during a dip in the music. “You've got to be kidding me!” 


She nearly shattered the empty glass in her hand. A hush fell over the room and the 
entirety of Class 1-A stopped what they were doing to stare at her in muted shock. 
Even Todoroki and Midoriya came up for air. 


“Yaoyorozu, what's wrong?” Todoroki asked, still holding Midoriya by the backs of his 
thighs. Before she could summon the will to tell him off for being an oblivious idiot, 


Bakugo lumbered in, screeching something stupid that only Midoriya would ever find 
remotely romantic. 


“Get your hands off my nerd, Icyhot!” 


“Go find Kirishima, you traitor!” Midoriya bellowed drunkenly, clinging tighter to a 
hapless Todoroki, his scarred arms forming a cage around his head. 


“It was for science!” Kirishima wailed from somewhere in the room. “| have a 
girlfriend!” 


"| 


... I'm surrounded by hormonal buffoons,” Momo murmured, stewing in a moment of 
total clarity. “Oh, god. I’m one of them.” 


The boys were still yelling at each other, and Momo was grateful that their little scene 
had pulled the attention away from her. She was so embarrassed. 


A soft hand circled her wrist, and gently pulled her away from the scene. Momo looked 
into the eyes of her rescuer, shyly meeting Kyoka’s gaze. They both blushed. 


She was wonderful. And really, really pretty. How had she not noticed that before? 


“No!” Deku shrieked, still maintaining his vice grip on Half and Half’s head. Todoroki 
just stood there, silently confused while Katsuki did his damnedest to pry Deku off of 
him. 


“Midoriya, | can’t breathe,” Todoroki muttered. He was no longer holding Deku to him, 
but nevertheless, the nerd persisted. 
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“Good! Drop dead, Icyhot. He’s mine!” Katsuki snarled, tugging at Deku’s waist. 


“Wait,” Deku said, suddenly perking up and letting go of Todoroki just as Katsuki 
yanked harder. They went flying to the ground, a mess of limbs. Deku ended up on top 
of him, looking drunk and entirely too pleased with himself. “Kacchan, were you 
jealous?” 


“N-no,” he stuttered, his usual bravado failing him because he was horizontal and 
chest to chest—among other things—with Deku. 


Deku gasped, his stupid smile breaking open before he stuck his face in Katsuki’s chest 
and nuzzled him in a way that was both frantic and borderline violent. Katsuki blushed, 
shoving Deku off him because whatever was happening was not going to happen on 
the sticky floor in front of his entire class. 


Katsuki quickly grabbed Deku and all but dragged him down the hall. The class had the 
audacity to cheer—he distinctly heard Kaminari and Sero call for a round of golf claps. 
Deku giggled as he stumbled behind Katsuki. He opened the first door he saw, which 
turned out to be a coat closet. 


A coat closet that was already in use. Ponytail and Earlobes, faces red and clothes 
rumpled, didn’t even have the decency to spring apart when Katsuki interrupted them. 


“Occupied,” Jiro slurred, removing her hand from the small of Yaoyorozu’s back so she 
could slam the door in his face. He caught the tail end of Ponytail’s refined little giggle 
as the door shut. 


Deku gasped again, enchanted. Katsuki wanted to kiss him stupid. Patience waning, he 
dragged him to another door, all while Deku cheered. 


“Way to go, Jiro! Kacchan, they’re in lesbians!” 
“In a fucking closet. There’s a joke in there somewhere,” he groused, chuckling. 


He pulled Deku through another door, into a room that was undeniably Endeavor’s 
study. Todoroki Natsuo swiveled around in the desk chair, his face lit up by the misty- 
eyed kitten on the computer screen. 


“Um," Todoroki started, but Katsuki cut him off with a feral, impatient howl, stomping 
his foot. 


“Why the fuck is every room in this goddamn house taken?!” 


Deku interrupted his epic meltdown by throwing his arm across Katsuki’s back, sighing 
in inebriated contentment. 


“Kacchan’s so cute. | love you.” He pressed a sloppy, wet kiss to his cheek, and 
Katsuki’s soul promptly left his body. It came back when Deku sucker punched him in 
the chest without warning, knocking him into a wall. “But | wanted to be your first kiss, 
jackass.” 


“Goddamn,” he wheezed, rubbing his sternum to dissipate the pain. “Fuckin’ love you, 
nerd.” 


He was about to remind Deku of his fourth birthday party—tell him that he was his first 
kiss—but Deku was too busy desperately sticking his tongue down his throat. That was 
fine, though. Besides, he couldn't have Deku thinking he’d gone soft. He had a 
reputation to uphold. 


“Ugh. Get a room,” Todoroki whined. Katsuki only had enough oxygen in his brain to 
flio Todoroki off. 


There wasn’t much talking after that. 


Shoto surveyed his loud classmates as they danced and sang and made a mess of his 
home, taking joy in the chaos they wrought. He felt warm, and it had nothing to do 
with his Quirk, or the three sips of beer he’d had before the party started. 


He was Tom Cruise in Risky Business, sliding through the house in socks and 
sunglasses. He was Judd Nelson, thrusting his fist in the air in triumph as the credits 
rolled on The Breakfast Club. He was Matthew Broderick, dancing on a parade float in 
Ferris Bueller’s Day Off. He was Molly Ringwald in Sixteen Candles, having the best- 
worst birthday a girl could ask for. 


He was Todoroki Shoto, and he loved his friends. 


“Mission accomplished.” He smiled. 
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THE ZOOFATHER by PurplePersnickety 


Eijirou listened to the sounds of chaos and decided that going to the zoo as a young 
hero hopeful was entirely too stressful. It was probably stressful for the civilians too, but 
at least they didn’t have to worry about targeted attacks from some villain who was 
going around messing with the animals because he’d decided a bunch of teenagers in 
their second year of high school didn’t live up to his ideals of what ‘Real Heroes’ should 
be like. 


At least his attempts to derail their day weren't too dangerous, and they’‘d all packed 
their hero costumes just in case. 


“Why can’t we ever just have a normal day out?” Denki complained from Eijirou’s side, 
watching the capybara-mongoose-thing (which had been two separate animals before 
the villain attacked, and was understandably upset) as it hissed at Katsuki. 


Mina snapped a picture with her phone and tapped away at it. “Creati says her team 
has the reptile and aquarium building locked down, and Ingenium’s taken Anima over 
to the big cats. The zoo staff are recapturing what they can, but they've pulled most 
people over to help with the more dangerous animals, so we're on our own out here.” 


Eijirou watched an aardvark-parrot fly overhead. Oh god, the villain had gotten into the 
aviaries. 


“Are they expecting us to round up everything else?” Katsuki asked, trying to avoid the 
capybara-mongoose’s enormous gnashing teeth. “Stop trying to bite me, you little 
bastard!” 

“| don’t think he’s particularly little,” Hanta commented, squinting down from the wall 
the beast had chased him up. Not the most manly tactic ever, but Eijirou supposed it 
was better than having to deal with any injuries. 

Wait. What was that up there? 


Katsuki flipped Hanta off. “Why aren't you using your goddamn tape, Cellophane?” 


“| can’t!” Hanta said, holding up his hands. “You know how badly fur and tape go 
together? The animals are victims here, | don’t wanna hurt them!” 


“Guys,” Eijirou said, eyes fixed firmly upwards. Oh boy. Tension cut his voice down to 
barely a murmur, which, uh oh. 


“Can't Stop Twinkling says that Anima’s nearly done with the big cats,” Mina 
announced. “He works fast! They need to get him to the big hooved animals next, then 
primates, so yeah, we've gotta hold down the fort in the small mammals section until 
they're sure they've protected all the more dangerous animals.” 

Hanta snorted. “Once again, not really small.” 

“Guys,” Eijirou said louder, pointing this time. Still no dice. 

“Mongooses are carnivores, right?” Denki asked... the air? And not the air that Eijirou 
was looking at, that was for sure. “They eat snakes and stuff, right? So if it’s been 


combined with a herbivorous capybara, does that mean it’s now an omnivore?” 


“| don’t care what the hell this thing eats,” Katsuki barked. “As long as it ain't me! Stop 
standing around and—” 


“GUYS!” Eijirou found his volume once more. The others all turned to look at him and 
he gestured upwards. 


There was a camera snap as Mina aimed her phone. 

“Is that a fucking griffon?” 

“Strictly speaking,” Denki said. “A griffon is a chimaeric mix of lion and eagle, and that 
looks like a combination of lion and Andean condor, which is the second-largest flying 
bird and one of two condor species in the Cathartidae family, also known as the New 
World vultures. Rather than an eagle.” 


Eijirou found himself blinking. 


“What?” Denki demanded of their collective shocked silence. Even the capybara- 
mongoose looked bemused. “| read the information on the signage!” 


“I'm gonna let the others know they're missing a lion,” Mina said. 


“Why is it just soaring in a circle?” Hanta asked, standing up and shielding his eyes 
with a hand to peer at it. 


“It's probably caught a thermal updraft,” Denki said, in his information-reciting voice. 
“To gain height and then look out for carrion.” 


“Oh, Dynamight, you can fly up to it and bring it down, right?” Mina tilted her head at 
Katsuki. 


Katsuki sent a glower back at her as he dodged the capybara-mongoose again. “No.” 


“It's not like you to avoid a challenge, dude, what’s wrong?” Hanta looked down at 
Katsuki from the wall. 


“Well, for one—Red Riot, move your sorry behind over here and let this bastard chew 
on you,” Katsuki barked, and Eijirou jumped at the sound of his hero name. Oh, right, 
he could harden against its nasty-looking teeth. 


Eijirou trotted toward the creature, which rounded on him as it noticed his approach 
and went for his leg, gnawing on his hardened skin to no avail. Yeah, okay, maybe he 
should have done this earlier. 

Katsuki stepped back with a huff. “For one, | can’t just fucking grab shit out of the air. 
need my hands to manoeuvre, and something like a condor-lion wouldn't fit in my 


pockets.” 


“Oh, that makes sense,” Hanta said. He squinted up again. “It’s getting higher... 
Could you, like, follow it at least?” 


“What do you think might happen if | make an explosion around a bunch of stressed- 
out animals?” Katsuki asked, tone weary. 


“Bad things?” Mina asked. 
Katsuki nodded. “Bad things.” 


“Wow, Dynamight! That's so thoughtful!” Eijirou looked down at the capybara- 
mongoose, whose lack of headway on its efforts to mangle his leg had slowed it down 


to glum nibbling. “Anima can handle the lion-condor. How about we get this guy 
inside somewhere, and then you and me go hunt down the villain?” 


Katsuki’s expression brightened a little, turning from murderous scowling to a 
murderous grin. It was a good look on him. “Oh hell yeah.” 


Denki tilted his head. “But we haven't finished up here yet! | think the aardvark and two 
of the tree porcupines are still missing.” 


“And the tortoise!” Mina added. 
“| still don’t get why there's a tortoise in the small mammals section,” Hanta muttered. 


“| saw the aardvark fly by earlier,” Eijirou said, moving one of his hands to point in the 
direction it went. He bent down to hoist the rather surprised capybara-mongoose into 
his arms. “So focus on the porcupines? | think you three can handle that while we go 
and stop this villain from making any more of these frankencritters. Where should | put 
this guy?” 


Katsuki was already cracking his knuckles in anticipation. “The keepers put a bunch of 
crates out behind that hut thing, so find one big enough.” 


“It's the viewing area for the otter enclosure,” Mina said, as Eijirou hauled the 
capybara-mongoose toward where Katsuki had pointed it out. “ They were all locked 
away and accounted for, thankfully!” 


“Good thing, too, because even the Asian short-clawed otters could take off a finger 
according to that talk earlier. Why is it always the cutest things that are the most 
dangerous?” Denki said with a shudder, stepping back to give Eijirou a wide berth as 
he sought out the other side of the otter viewing area. 


Eijirou managed to plonk the capybara-mongoose into one of the larger crates and 
lock it before the combined creature regained its bearings. Eijirou stood back and 
watched the crate rattle for a moment. It looked to be secure. Good! 


Eijirou made his way back around the wooden viewing hut to see that Hanta had 
deemed it safe enough to descend from his perch. 


“| watched you turn the maths homework into a paper crown and then wear it for three 
hours last week,” Hanta was saying to Denki. “But you can instantly memorise all the 
ZOO signage?” 


“You did what with the homework?” Katsuki thundered. 


Denki held up his hands. “Hey, in my defense, maths is boring, and nothing else was 
working, so | thought learning via osmosis was as good a method as any.” 


Katsuki let out a sound rather like a capybara-mongoose growl. “That's not what 
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osmosis means 


“Wow, that griffon lion-condor thing has gone some serious distance; | can barely see 
it! | hope the others can catch up to it in time,” Mina said, attention totally on the sky 
and not the petty troubles of mortal boys, apparently. 


She probably had the right priorities. She glanced at Eijirou and missed what looked 
like a small flock of tapir-owls. Hm, Anima might not have gotten to the big hoofstock 
in time. 

Hanta looked at Eijirou. “Weren't you going to go defeat the villain?” 

“Yes,” Katsuki answered for Eijirou, marching over to him and yanking on one of 
Eijirou’s pauldrons to get him moving. Eijirou felt fond: once upon a time, Katsuki 
would have just stalked off by himself. He’d progressed so far since their early days at 
Yuuei! “Come on, Red, | want you to watch me kill this guy.” 

Eijirou waved goodbye to the others over his shoulder as he was dragged away. 

“I think you mean ‘help’ and ‘apprehend’, O Great Explodo-Killing Lord.” 

Katsuki snorted. “I said what | said.” 

“What manly confidence!” Eijirou said, pretending to wipe at his eyes. “Okay, but for 
real, we might need him alive to defuse the animals. Is that the right word? Would 


unmix work? No, that sounds weirder.” 


“Oi, shut up for a second; I'm trying to work out where the bastard’s hiding,” Katsuki 
said, squinting around and tilting his head as if he was trying to triangulate the villain 


based on... vibes, maybe? Eijirou wouldn't put it past his best friend to be capable of 
it. 


A rhinoceros with a giant pair of pelican wings soared over their heads. 
Oh, fantastic! That totally wasn’t going to haunt Eijirou’s nightmares. 


“I'm going to guess he’s wherever he came from,” Eijirou said, pulling his phone out of 
his pocket to alert everyone else that that had just happened. 


The pair continued in the direction indicated by the rhino, and then all of a sudden, 
there was the villain. 


He was a pasty-looking dude dressed all in beige and sporting a beat-up pith helmet. 
Eijirou supposed he was at least committed to his villainous aesthetic? 


“Oi. Step away from the camel, asshole,” Katsuki roared as they neared the guy. 


The villain jumped, and the camel he’d been holding onto took the opportunity to slip 
his grasp and trot a short distance away with an offended grumble. That was good: 
camels looked like they could deal out some nasty kicks and Eijirou would rather not 
get camel spit in his hair. He eyed the startled villain. He looked kinda scrawny. This 
would probably be a short fight. 


“Ah! You!” the villain cried, pointing at Katsuki. “Dynamight, the epitome of—” 
“It's ‘Great Explosion Murder God: Dynamight’,” Katsuki growled. “If you’re gonna 
rant about me, get my name right.” 


The villain blinked. “Uh—Hey! why should | capitulate to your childish demands, hm? 
The next generation of heroes is already rotting from the inside, and you, Dynamight, 
are a particularly withered branch! | am the Zoofather! And | will use my quirk, Sigma 

Tech, to end this farce once and for all.” 


Katsuki sent Eijirou a flat look, which was his expression for ‘can you believe this tool? 
Smh I’m about to end his whole career’. Eijirou gave him a nod back that meant ‘| 
agree, and his villain name is stupid’. 


“You're going to fix society by setting a bunch of endangered animals on a bunch of 
seventeen-year-olds,” Katsuki deadpanned as he looked back at the villain. The 
Zoofather stared at him. “Sounds stupid when you hear it out loud, huh? Surrender to 
us now, and we won't knock you out.” 


Aw, was that Katsuki trying to negotiate a peaceful end for once? Eijirou was so proud! 


“Yeah, you're outnumbered, dude. Better for everyone if you cooperate,” Eijirou 
added. On the very slight chance this guy would surprise one of them with a mean 
uppercut, it wouldn’t work on the other. The Zoofather looked like he was figuring that 
out, but then his eyes hardened with determination. Ugh. Typical. 


“| will never surrender!” the Zoofather cried, engaging his finger in pointing again. 
Only this time it was aimed at Eijirou. “You, Red Riot, are equally as terrible! How could 
you expose people to your atrocious excuse for a costu—" 


Katsuki closed the distance to the Zoofather and decked him. Oh. Huh. 


“Man, what's he got against my manly style!” Eijirou pouted. “My costume’s not bad, 
right, Dynamight?” 


“Oh for god's sake.” Katsuki rolled his eyes as he crouched next to the dazed 
Zoofather to fix a pair of restraints onto his wrists. “You're not going to let some two- 
bit hack in a pith helmet dictate your hero aesthetic.” 


Eijirou squinted at his friend. “You dodged the question.” 


Katsuki hauled the Zoofather back to his feet, keeping a hold of the back of his beige 
shirt collar. “The colour suits you.” 


“Oh my god, you hate my costume,” Eijirou complained, moving to grasp the 
Zoofather's elbow for an extra layer of security. Had he been making a fool of himself 
in front of his best friend this whole time? “Why didn’t you say something before! Is it 
the sleeves? | need the sleeves to hug people!” 


“| don’t hate your costume, you dramatic bastard. The sleeves are fine, stop distracting 
yourself,” Katsuki said, scowling at Eijirou around the back of the Zoofather’s head. 
“Get on your phone and tell everyone we've got this asshole already. Are the police on 
scene yet for a handover?” 


Eijirou relayed the Zoofather’s capture to the class groupchat. “Yeah, they’re by the 
north entrance. It’s the butt cape, isn’t it?” 


“Fuckin’'—" Katsuki groaned. “You look good, okay? Stop worrying about what other 
people think.” 


Eijirou opened his mouth to respond that that seemed contradictory, but he was 
interrupted before he could get a word out. 


“The hero society is full of degenerates,” the Zoofather barked, apparently having 
come around from being stunned. “Degenerates who think that running around half- 
naked is acceptable. When | take over as the new ruler of Japan—” 


“Oh, put a sock in it,” Katsuki snapped. 


“| will ban all forms of public indecency,” the Zoofather continued. “My army of 
chameleon-birds will report any indiscretions directly to me, and justice shall be dealt 
swiftly!” 


Eijirou frowned at him. “That sounds like some major privacy violation, dude. |’d 
rethink your life choices if | were you. I’m sure there’s plenty of constructive ways to use 


|" 


your quirk to benefit everyone 


“Will you stop pep-talking the criminals?” Katsuki said, rolling his eyes again. “If he was 
rational enough to listen to you, he wouldn't be doing this.” 


Eijirou huffed back at him, but yeah, he was probably right. 


It didn’t take much time after that for them to find the zoo's north entrance and hand 
the Zoofather over to the police. A number of their classmates had congregated there, 
too, so Eijirou dragged Katsuki over to join them once their names had been taken 
down for debriefing later. It seemed like the animal fusion effect didn’t actually last all 
that long, so the animals would be back to normal soon. 


It seemed like they were all going to be okay, providing they were all recaptured. 


“Have they found the rhinoceros yet?” Eijirou asked Todoroki, once Satou had finished 
recounting his harrowing encounter with a porcupine-penguin. (Well, that answered 


where one of the two missing porcupines had gone.) Eijirou reckoned Todoroki might 
know, as it was most of his close friend group who were out rounding up the flying 
animals. 


Todoroki nodded. “It was out in the car park, attempting to seduce a Range Rover, | 
believe.” 


“Oh. That's something.” Eijirou grimaced. 
“Yo! Eijirou! Kacchan!” 


“Hey guys!” Eijirou turned to wave at Denki, Hanta, and Mina. He took in their 
bedraggled-looking appearances, and—Oh boy. “The porcupine got you, huh?” 


Katsuki began to snicker, so Eijirou elbowed him in the ribs. 


“The porcupine-tortoise,” Denki said, with a glare at Katsuki and three quills stuck in 
his arm, “is not my favourite animal.” 


“’Let the guy with the hardening quirk leave’ when you're trying to track down 
something covered in spikes, it turns out, is not the best plan,” Mina said, with five 


quills stuck to various limbs. Whoops? 


Hanta had one quill in his leg. Looked like he was a little more nimble than the other 
two. “Do you know where the first aid people are?” 


“I'll show you,” Todoroki said in his usual dispassionate tone, having listened to the 
whole exchange. “This way.” 


Eijirou watched his wincing friends amble after Todoroki and sighed. “Poor porcupine- 
tortoise, he must have been so confused.” 


“Huh. That’s what you're worried about?” Katsuki eyed him. 


“Well yeah, the animals were the real victims here,” Eijirou said. He narrowed his eyes 
at his best friend. “Do you have a problem with... the pauldrons?” 


Katsuki rounded on Eijirou with lightly flashing palms. “No!” 


“Please tell me the truth,” he said, turning his puppy-dog eyes on. “You know it’s not 
manly to lie to your friends.” 


Katsuki spit out a slew of angry mumblings before grabbing Eijirou by the arm and 
hauling him a little way from the group. 


“Ooh, is this something so scathing you can’t let the others overhear?” Eijirou asked. 
Wait. “Oh—hold on, that’s a bad thing. We're not about to friend break up, right?” 


“You're such an idiot. Stop self-deprecating,” Katsuki growled. 


Eijirou nodded. “That's your job. Got it. So... what’s your secret opinion of my costume 
really?" 


“Ugh,” Katsuki said. Which, rude? However, it didn't seem like that was all of it, so 
Eijirou postponed his offense for once he'd heard the whole thing. “It’s hot, okay?” 


Eijirou blinked. “Huh?” 


“It's too damn attractive,” Katsuki said, folding his arms and glaring off to the side. 
What? Wait. 


Oh. 

“Oh,” said Eijirou, breaking into a grin. “Ohhhh! You love my costume.” 

“Don't let it get to your—Gah—!” Katsuki squawked as Eijirou grabbed him in a hug. 
Eijirou laughed. “Does this mean you'd say yes to a date?” 


Katsuki stared at Eijirou for a second before returning his grin. “You’re on, Eijirou. 
Anywhere but the zoo.” 
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A DARE TO REMEMBER by EmeraldWaves 


Tags: Surprise Kiss, Kacchako, hints of Izuocha, hints of Todomomo 

It starts with a dare. 

The whole thing is Mina's idea, and she drags the girls to the common area, pajamas 
and all. Ochako flops on the couch next to Tsuyu, wondering what the pink-haired girl 
could be fussing about now. No one is surprised, however, as this is generally very 
typical behavior for Mina. 

Immediately, she stands in front of the girls, pink hair bouncing against her cheeks. She 
loudly declares, "Ladies, it has come to my attention that we are in desperate need of 
a break and not once have we ever played any stupid high school games!" 

Everyone stays silent. 


Mina groans. "You know, like ‘truth or dare’, or ‘spin the bottle'!" 


"That's not true," Momo speaks up. "We all played 'never have | ever’ during 
Halloween." 


"Okay fine, we've done it once." 


Tooru raises an invisible hand, her pajama sleeve sliding down her see-through wrist. 
"Don't those games usually involve alcohol?" 


Mina rolls her eyes. "They could! But they don't have to. Everyone sit down, we're 
going to play truth or dare!" 


The girls all groan softly. Momo glances around, looking nervous. "Mina-chan, curfew 
is Soon—" 


"Curfew smurfew! Our teenage years are quickly flitting away! We're going to be 
graduating before we know it!" She flails her arms around, as if waving them to and fro 


will make everyone understand better. 


"So dramatic," Kyouka sighs, leaning back against the couch with her eyes closed. 


Ochako wonders if this is what it feels to have a mid-life crisis. Maybe quarter-life is 
more accurate... then again, they're not even that old... 


"Aw c'mon! Don't you think we should experience something ridiculous like this?" 
Mina asks, glancing around at her friends. "I’ve always wanted to enjoy a fun 
sleepover!" 


Tooru, of course, is the first to cave. "I'm in!" she cheers, clapping her invisible hands 
together. 


"Well | suppose it wouldn't hurt to play a little," Momo says softly, rubbing a piece of 
her dark hair between her fingers. She's not wearing it up right now, and she looks a 
little nervous. Honestly, Ochako is surprised she agrees. 


Ochako's never played anything like truth or dare, and she's not sure she wants to. She 
doesn't want to get up and be the only girl to leave, but a small hint of something 
looms in the back of her mind. 


Deku-kun. 


Ochako knows how Mina can get, and the last thing she needs is the girls on her case 
about her feelings again. Yes, her feelings for Deku are real, and yes, she's kept them 
tucked away for months, admiring him from afar. 


The problem is almost all the girls know this, and Deku does not. Ochako prefers to 
keep it that way... and truth or dare could open up several routes Ochako isn't quite 
sure she's ready to take. Besides, she has no idea how to even go about confessing. 
Would she give him a love letter? Pull him aside after school, under a cherry blossom 
tree in the spring, petals floating down around them while she sings her feelings to 
him. 


Okay, that’s probably too dramatic, just a bit. 


But admittedly, Ochako can't deny she's a little... curious as to how it would go. Maybe 
she should just try kissing him. 


Oh gosh, she wishes she hadn't thought of that. 


Well, of course she's thought about kissing Deku before. Her mind wanders during 
class from time to time, wondering how it would feel. Would his lips be soft? Would 
kissing be wet? Would she use her tongue the first time? She wrinkles her nose, feeling 
gross for even considering that. 


Her cheeks are so red, and she quickly glances around, hoping no one else notices. 
"Okay!" Mina calls out, clapping her hands together. "I'm asking Yaomomo first! Truth, 
or dare?" She points at the dark-haired girl. Everyone else deflates, all feeling a little 
bit of relief. 

"M-Me!" Momo stammers. "Why me?!" she says. 

"Because | said so!" Mina giggles. "It's easy, Yaomomo! Just pick one!" 

Momo's cheeks are bright red, and Ochako is sure she's having similar thoughts to her 
about Todoroki. Everyone knows about Momo's crush, and everyone is pretty sure 
Todoroki is crushing back, even if he doesn't understand it. (He definitely doesn’t 


understand it.) 


"F-Fine... truth?" she stammers, her fingers stroking through her dark locks with 
nervous energy. 


"Okay," Mina hums, looking rather proud. "Are you ever going to tell Todoroki-kun 
about your feelings for him?" 


Ochako blushes on behalf of Momo, praying she won't be the next victim in this 
horrible game. 


Momo gasps and covers her mouth. "M-Mina-chan! K-Keep your voice down!" she 
says, waving her hand about in front of her own lips. 


"Oh, come on, Yaomomo!" she teases. "Everyone knows! The two of you are always 
drooling over each other in the back of class!" 


Momo sniffs. "I-| wouldn't call it drooling..." 


"Okay, fine! Staring, you happy?" 


"| guess that's a little better..." she mumbles, folding her arms over her chest. Her 
cheeks are still bright red, and Ochako can feel the embarrassment emanating off of 
her body. "I don't... know," Momo says finally, after a long bout of silence. 

"What do you mean you don't know?! Our first year is almost over!" Mina exclaims, 
leaning towards her friend. "You could have a fun romance over the break if you did it 


now!" Mina teases. 


Ochako swallows, watching as Momo's dark eyes tremble with something serious, as 
though she's about to cry. 


"|-I don't know! It doesn't seem right to bother him." 
Kyouka clicks her tongue. "| doubt you'd be bothering him." 


"Yeah!" Tooru says, gently touching Momo's shoulder. "Your feelings would never be 
a bother." 


They all reassure her, but Ochako gets it. It never seems like the right time to 
suddenly... confess feelings of love when they're training to be the next generation of 


heroes. 


"| don't think | really have an answer to this, uhm, 'truth'..."" Momo admits. "| haven't 
decided what | want." 


Mina sighs, looking dejected. "Alright, fine, it's your turn to ask someone." 
"Ah! Okay, uhm, Kyouka-chan, truth or dare?" 


Kyouka looks like she wants to kill Momo for picking her to be next. Her ears twitch, the 
small jacks flicking back and forth in irritation. 


"Truth," she states flatly, entirely unamused. 


"Okay... hmm..." Momo taps her chin. "What's one thing you haven't done at U.A. that 
you would like to try?" 


It's a vanilla question, though it holds a bit of a deeper meaning. A lot of the 
subsequent questions follow in a similar direction. Mina crosses her arms, clearly 


annoyed they’re not asking more gossipy questions. Ochako can practically hear her 
complaining that none of them get the point of the game. 


Ochako gets asked by Tsuyu about her biggest regret and not wanting to make any of 
this about her feelings she blurts out, "Losing to Bakugou-kun in the sports festival!" 


"Eh?" Mina blinks, staring at her. "That still bothers you?!" 

"Well... yeah!" she shrugs. "I still haven't had the chance to beat him!" she laughs, 
rubbing at the back of her neck. "| probably never will." She sighs, letting her brown 
hair swing forward. 

"He is one of the strongest in our class," Tsuyu laments with her. 

"Yeah, | know. I've gotten a lot stronger though, so | kinda... wanna try!" she laughs. 
"| don't blame you!" Momo smiles. "It's good to see improvement!" 

Ochako nods, relieved they seem to be avoiding any subject of romance. 

The game continues in this manner for a little bit. Ochako starts to wonder if they're 
playing ‘truth or dare’ or ‘truth or truth’. Absolutely no one is picking dare, and based 
on the way Mina's face is slowly transforming into a large scowl, Ochako has a feeling 
it's not going to stay this way forever. 

"UGH!" she groans, letting her head fall back against the couch. "Guys! It's called 
‘truth or dare’ for a reason! Dares are still supposed to be part of it!" She shakes her 
head and jumps up. "That's it. Ochako! It's your turn and you're getting a dare! 
"EH!?" she yells, her brown eyes widen as she stares at her pink friend. She feels her 
heart throb in her chest, as though it is about to jump out right there, ready to bleed 
on the table "I-l thought we were allowed to choose!" 

"Not anymore!" Mina points. "You're getting a dare! | dare you..." She glances around 
the room, as though she's looking for some weird source of inspiration, but then she 


turns and stares directly at Ochako with a demonic smirk. 


Ochako does not like that look. 


"| dare you to kiss the next boy you see." 


"EH!?!12" All the girls yell loudly and Ochako's cheeks turn bright red. She spent the 
entire night expecting Mina to call her out about Deku... not dare her to kiss any 
random boy! Was her first kiss really to be tossed away so randomly?! 


"Wait! Mina-chan—" Momo tries to interject. 


"You guys were being boring!" she yells. "| had to do something to spice it up! 
Ochako can reject if she really wants but then she has to do two different dares." 


Two!? That sounds awful... a lot worse than one. 


She doesn't want to chicken out, and the girls are all staring at her. Accepting different 
dares could mean anything... at least this one feels more... generic. And one kiss 
couldn't be that bad, right? 


"I-1, unm..." Ochako mumbles. 


Of course, the next boy she sees could be anyone from their class. If it's Todoroki, it 
would break Momo's heart... or if it's Deku, Ochako is certain she might spontaneously 
combust before her lips even get near him. Tokoyami would be... a little difficult. She's 
not even sure how she would pull that off. Or— 


"Oi, oi, oi!" 


Ochako's eyes widen when a voice echoes from behind, angry and loud. Everyone 
knows exactly who that voice belongs to, and the girls all freeze on the couch. 


Slowly they turn their heads to stare at Ochako, her own eyes wide as her fingers twitch 
against her pants. If she activates her quirk now... maybe she can get away? Float up 
and up until she... hits the ceiling. Not a very good escape route. 


If she actually does kiss this boy, she might die: death by explosion to the face. 
"The hell are you loudmouths doing?!" Bakugou Katsuki snarls. "It's way past curfew 


and some of us are trying to get some damn sleep. How the hell are we supposed to 
do that with you assholes yelling in here!" 


"Jeez Bakugou-kun, do you really have to go to bed right at curfew? Live a little!" Mina 
laughs, waving her hand. 


"You're the most obnoxious one of all, Pinky!" he snaps. 


"The pain!" she gasps, clutching her hand to her chest dramatically. She sighs. 
"Anyway, we'll keep it down, | guess." 


"You better!" Bakugou yells, turning around. 

All the girls stare at Ochako. Technically she never accepted the dare, but if she lets 
Bakugou walk away now, she'll either have to find time to kiss him later or potentially 
take on two other dares. None of those options sound very ideal so... 

Now or never. 


"B-Bakugou-kun!" she calls out, jumping up from the couch. "W-Wait!" 


"O-Ochako-chan!" Tsuyu mumbles with concern, her large eyes glancing between the 
gravity girl and the explosive boy. 


However, she nods, stepping around the couch to slowly approach him. 


"Hah? What is it, Uraraka?" He snaps, turning back around to look at her. It always 
throws her when he uses her name; she expects a nickname like everyone else. 


"|, uhm," she stammers, her feet scuffing against the ground as she slowly traipses 
towards him. Her body feels the heaviest it ever has, gravity so apparent with each step 
she takes. "| just wanted to... apologize for uh, disturbing you." 


She can see the confusion in his piercing red eyes, and they flick from her to the couch 
where all the other girls are blatantly staring as she walks to him. 


His cheeks are suddenly glistening with a small hue of red. Is he embarrassed? "Yeah, 
whatever, it doesn't matter, just keep your mouths shut from now on!" he mumbles. 
Bakugou isn’t unattractive. Especially when he looks a little flustered, rather than his 
usual angry look, he’s really quite handsome. 


She tries her best not to think about that. 


"Okay because... | would, uhm, feel really bad if you weren't able to... get the proper 
rest you need..." she says, now standing directly in front of him. 


Suddenly, she realizes why people often play this game with alcohol. 


"Yeah, and you're still keeping me from it!" He snaps and stares down at her. "What 
the hell are you doing?" 


"Apologizing for this too!" The words rush out of her mouth and in one quick motion 
she wraps her arm around his neck, the pads of her fingers brushing against his skin. 
She steps closer, her lips brushing against Bakugou's. She applies a bit of pressure, her 
hand pushing against his neck to keep his lips against hers for a second. They're 
surprisingly soft, for someone as harsh as Bakugou. 


At first, he seems completely shocked, his arms frozen in position, shoulders tense... 
but her stomach flip-flops when she feels a gentle push back, some pressure on her 
own lips. 


Bakugou Katsuki is kissing her back?! 

The shock makes her pull away, and he stands before her, his cheeks red, his lips drier 
than she expected. His red eyes stare at her, filled with more confusion than she's ever 
witnessed on his face before. Actually, she thinks it's one of the first times she’s seen 
him look anything other than angry, disgruntled, frustrated... 

"S-Sorry!" she squeaks and turns heel to run back towards the couch. 

Small explosions set off in his palms, tiny and controlled, yet filled with rage. "WHAT 
THE HELL WAS THAT, URARAKA?!" he growls, his voice far louder than any of theirs 
were moments before. 


"Was that your first kiss, Bakugou-kun!?" Mina laughs, leaning over the couch. 


The redness on his cheeks grows bright and bright. "What?! N-No!" He sputters, his 
breath choking. 


"Oh my gosh, Ochako-chan just stole your first kiss!" Mina howls with laughter, rolling 
backward on the couch. 


Bakugou’s brow twitches and he whips his head back to glare at Ochako. "WHAT. 
THE. HELL. WAS. THAT?" He asks again. 


Ochako lets out a soft squeak. "It, uhm... was a dare?" she tries, hoping he won't react 
poorly. 


The small explosions grow in size. "A DARE," he yells. "Just you wait Round Face, I'm 
gonna get you back and get you back so good, you won't know what hit you!" He 
screams, storming down the hall, foot stomps and angry grumbles heard the whole 
way back to his room. 


Ochako wonders briefly if she should be worried. 

Eh, probably not. It's fine. 

Knowing him, he'll have something new to be mad about tomorrow. 

"| cannot believe you just did that!" Mina squeaks. The girls let out a collective sigh, all 
of them slouching down on the couch. "And on the lips too! | never said it had to be 
on the lips." The pink girl smirks. 

"M-Mina!" Ochako yells. "| wouldn't have kissed him if you had said!" 

"Sure, but this was way better anyway!" Mina howls with laughter again. 

Ochako nervously clutches at her chest. Her heart won't stop pounding, but she 


doesn't understand why. Honestly, the kiss wasn't much of a big deal... Bakugou's lips 
weren't... all that bad. 


I... can’t believe he let you kiss him..." Tsuyu blinks, glancing at the hallway Bakugou 
disappeared into. 


"Same..." Ochako breathes, sucking in air. She’d really like to see someone beat that! 
She just kissed Bakugou Katsuki; what could possibly top that? 


"Did you see the look on his face!?" Mina continues laughing, grabbing at her 
stomach. 


Slowly, it sinks in, Ochako’s face paling. Oh... 

She just kissed Bakugou Katsuki... 

"M-Maybe Bakugou-kun is right... it is past curfew!" Momo says nervously, interjecting. 
"Aw c'mon, none of you are any fun! 'Cept Ochako-chan! She's the winner for sure!" 


"|-I better be the winner, after that!" Ochako says, her head spinning. Her cheeks are 
still so incredibly red. 


"See, we have a winner," Kyouka scoffs. "Let's go to bed, Mina-chan." 


After a few more feeble protests, the pink-haired girl caves, disappointed when all the 
girls retreat to their own bedrooms. 


Ochako feels relief wash over her as she flops down onto her bed, her hair splaying out 
behind her. This certainly wasn't how she expected the evening to go. 


For a moment she wonders what Bakugou would possibly do to get her back. Kiss her 
again? 


No! Why is she even considering that possibility? He sure as hell wasn’t going to follow 
through with his childish threats. That was just him. 


Just as she reminded herself before, Bakugou will certainly have something new to be 
mad about tomorrow. 


For now, Ochako enjoys being the undisputed truth or dare champ, and the fact that 
she stole Bakugou’s first kiss. 


They A the coKe 


GENIE IN A BOTTLE, BABY by Satan’s Neighbor, 66x 


How they got here was anybody's guess. 


Not 6 feet under, metaphorically, but at least 2 miles under, physically, and in some 
‘dumb, fucking cave’ by Bakugou’s account. 


They'd rationed out their poptarts as best as they could between the five of them. 
Sero’d claimed the blueberry ones right off the bat, but after that, they each somberly 
took their shares as they gazed around the vaulted craggly ceiling of--wherever they 
are. The light from their headlamps was rather dim, so they snapped a little sparkling 
flare and sat around it like a bonfire, but it didn’t do much to assuage their blossoming 
concerns. 


Kami had swore this was the spot for treasure. Something about a mermaid telling him 
about dinglehoppers or some such nonsense, but Mina believed in that shit so, by the 
vote of majority rules (Kiri agreed on impulse), the five of them began their trek down 
some ill-begotten path into hell. They'd nearly dug their way to China, which, 
admittedly, wasn’t that much of a stretch from Japan, but c’mon they’re amateur 
spelunkers. This was ambitious for them. 


Apparently too ambitious. 

They fell head over heels into a hole. And now they're stuck. 

Trapped? 

Is there a difference? Too early to say. Determined to stick together, they hadn't dared 
move from the spot of their descent yet, but they were all a little too shaken to begin 
deciphering where they were. 

Definitely a cavern of some sort. The trickle of water ticked like clockwork from 
stalactites far above in the dark where they couldn’t see. Mixed with the dank humidity, 


chills crawled up their spines and left them all a little hesitant to move about. 


“Do ya think we’re gonna die down here?” Kirishima grumbled half a notch above a 
whisper into the side of his closed fist. 


No one dared to answer the question they were all thinking. 


Except for Kaminari. 

“Um... YES, Kiri,” the blonde griped. “We're doomed!” 

He threw his hands out wide for them all to see in the dim light. “If somebody here 
sees an option for us to escape from here then please speak now or forever hold your 


peace.” 


“Dude, you gotta chill.” Sero had moved into a deep comfortable squat as he took 
another munch of his toaster pastry. “No need to panic.” 


“"No need to panic.’ Yeah, okay,” Kaminari mocked. “Tell me when you see a light at 
the end of this tunnel--no, cavern--and not just the light of this sparkler that you've lit 
before us on the floor.” 

“Kami, please, you're scaring the baby.” 

“What baby?” 

“ME!" Kiri interjected with a sniffle as he shot up from the floor. “I’M THE BABY.” 
Bakugou said nothing as he stood up and wrapped an arm around the shivering 
redhead, but if looks could kill, then the one he shot Kaminari would’ve ensured that 
he wouldn't even get reincarnated into his next life. He’d be dead dead. 

“Sorry, bro, but | can’t help that we're trapped in a cave,” he cried, voice raising 
slightly. He threw his head back and screamed for nobody else but himself. “Why did 
nobody tell me not to trust mermaids?” 

“Because we thought it would be obvious that mermaids aren't real?” 


“Shut your whore mouth, Sero,” Mina spat. “Mermaids are real.” 


“Alright. Fuck this.” With a gentle thump on Kiri’s back, Bakugou separated from him. 
“We need to get out of this hellhole, yeah?” 


He waited for them to begrudgingly nod their heads before continuing. “Good. Then 
how about you all get off your asses and start doing some fucking work like--| don’t 


know--looking for a goddamned exit, huh?” 


There wasn’t a great rush to move, not that Bakugou expected any. Lazy shits, the lot 
of em. 


At least Kirishima shuffled towards him and dug into his pocket to find a light stick, 
giving it a quick whip crack over his knee to start the light reaction. He met the blond’s 
gaze and gave him a nod. “I’m ready.” 


Bakugou grunted but didn’t speak, instead taking a moment to let his gaze fall on the 
three lolligaggers still struggling to rise off of the floor. 


They were cautious to start, making sure not to wander too far from each other, but as 
each person cracked a glow stick and flashed lights from their headgear around, they 
slowly adjusted to the growing distance between them, more confident in perusing 
around huge boulders and in smaller dendritic stalagmite caves as long as they could 
still see the others’ glow. 

They steered clear of a bottomless ravine and veered around a couple monstrous rocks 
too high to safely climb with what they had on-hand. Bypassed a clear underground 
lake, knowing that what looked like only a couple feet under the glass surface could 
actually become a grave measuring in fathoms. 


It’s pristine and untouched, only marked by their voices as they call roll. 


“Mina?” Bakugou called gruffly, content with the ‘Here!’ that reverberated somewhere 
over on his left. 


“Sero?” 
“Here!” 
“Dipshit?” 
“Screw you.” 
“Kirishima?” 


He waited a moment, but when he didn’t get a word in response, he called again. 


“Kirishima, where are you?” 


The fear was beginning to creep into the edge of his voice. He turned each way, 
counting the glowing lights he saw, starting with himself. One, two and three were 
Mina and Kaminari, straight ahead was number four... 


But no fifth glowing light. 
“Kirishimal” 


“I'M HERE!” The response came fast and a little out of breath. “I’m here, I’m here, | 
just...1 think | found something.” 


“Answer me then, you twat, before | piss myself in fear and die like a desert fucking 
tortoise.” 


That earned him a laugh. “Nah man, it’s all good, there’s something wedged over here 
in the rock though. I’m tryna see if | can get it out.” 


“Flash your light so | can find you, moron, and I'll lend you a hand.” 


A second later, a glow stick he hadn't counted flew high in the air over to his right and 
Bakugou began to make his way in the light’s direction, careful of his footing as he 
traversed the uneven terrain. 


He ducked into a narrow opening, a smattering of stray water droplets tapping against 
his ears and neck from above as he maneuvered around and into Kirishima’s space, the 
redhead crouching with a rock in his hands, probably about the size of a loaf of bread. 


No--not a rock. Definitely not a rock. 


He didn’t think so, at least. Rocks don’t have spouts. Or sparkle, least of all these dingy 
fuckers. As spelunkers, they are in the business of sparkly rocks, particular ones that 
begin with ‘dia’ and end in ‘mond’ and have no letters in between, but this was 
different. 


This had polish, not chatoyancy. And even Kirishima’s worthless rock brain was starting 
to figure something out. 


He lifted the foreign object out so Bakugou could see. “What do you think it is?” 


The blond shrugged but extended a hand anyway, sliding his fingers along the edge of 
the object for just a few moments before withdrawing them back to his side. Smooth. 


“This doesn’t look natural, dude,” Kirishima said, and Bakugou had to agree. This was 
unnatural. The longer he looked at it, the more he was convinced there was something 
on it. Runes maybe? Hieroglyphs? Some sort of writing perhaps. 

This--thing--was made. Created. Crafted. 

But who on Earth... 

Kirishima held the mystery object up to the light again. “Kinda big, isn’t it?” 

“Yeah...” Bakugou reached forward again, this time relaxing his palm against the 
smooth brassy handle of this...rock. It was grimy and covered in a layer of dust and 
soot. “It’s real big.” 

“Here, man. Get a better grip.” 

“| know what I’m doin’, Shitty Hair.” 

“Then use both hands...yeah, like that.” 

“So dirty. Can barely see. | think there’s something on it--” 

“Come closer, then, | don’t bite--” 

“OH MY FUCKING GOD CAN YOU TWO GET A FUCKING ROOM?" Kaminari’s 
scream ricocheted off the walls and barreled towards them. “JUST HAD TO RUB ONE 
OUT BEFORE WE ALL DIE, HUH?” 

Bakugou turned his head, no doubt to curse him out in retaliation, but Kirishima 
nudged him with a free hand and yelled back “YOU’RE A GENIUS, KAMI,” as he began 
furiously rubbing at the side of the object with a free hand, trying to smear the grime 


away. 


And it seemed to be working, but Bakugou still couldn't decipher the inscription, not 


with Kirishima shaking the damn thing with his wiping. 

“Stop wiping so hard, idiot.” 

“Dude, I’m not even wiping.” 

“Then what are you--” He choked on the ending, and the words soured in his mouth. 
His nostrils filled next, a noxious permeating fog slinking around and taking over like 
taking too big a bite of food in his mouth. It spiraled down his throat like a funnel, the 
funk of thousands of years of eggs spoiling mixed with shit, actual shit, or something 
just as heinous. 


It was basically pollution. 


“Good lord, Bakugou, what did you eat?” He heard Kirishima cough next to him, but 
the blond waved an angry hand to cut the accusation right outta the air. 


Fresh welling tears stung his eyes and he eventually turned his head down to try and 
dispel some of it from his system, but it clung to him tighter than Deku did. He didn’t 
know which one was worse. 

At least the fog didn’t talk. 

But even that was mistaken. 

He hadn't managed to scrape his gaze off the floor before the fog harrumphed at him, 
the sound alone spooking Bakugou enough for him to jump back like a startled cat, 
hackles raised defensively, but the posturing dropped once his eyes drank in the sight 
before him. 

Slack-jawed and vision wandering to try and catch all there was to see, the explorer 
would've been lost if not for the redhead laying a firm hand on his shoulder and giving 


a shout. 


“Hey, guys, | think you’re gonna wanna see this.” 


“What did | tell you?” Mina didn’t bother looking where her hands were gesturing 


demonstratively at the figure behind her, the dismal grey figuring looming just out of 
reach. “First, y‘all didn't believe me about mermaids, but now--” 


The squad had been quick to answer Kirishima’s call, assembling at their position with 
much delay, save for the navigating around seemingly bottomless chasms and the 
occasional jumpscare from airborne water droplets. 


From the coiling grey fog, a figure had emerged, arms slithering from a hunched-over 
torso condensed out of thin air. A few tarnished armlets had clanked around as it 
stretched, lanky black hair smoking and curling just beyond the confines of the being’s 
clavicles and limply across its forehead, but not enough to cover the tired look in (and, 
admittedly, around) its eyes. But instead of legs, that same wispy torso whirlpooled 
into a thin, amorphous rope of grey, slinking back into the object that Kirishima had 
held and subsequently dropped out of surprise. 


Kaminari had picked it up from its sad place on the ground and hadn't hesitated for a 
moment in his observation. Only one thing can come from a lamp, so he picked up 
where Mina had left off. 


"_-Genies.” 


The smoke man gave a noncommittal grunt at first, keeping his tone low when he did 
speak at last. “Then you should know the rules of summoning me.” 


“Three wishes, amiright?” The genie gave a nod and Kami turned back to the squad. 
“So what now? We got three wishes to share.” 


“Hold up, time the fuck out,” Bakugou interjected. “What's all this shit about genies 
and wishes? We rub some dingy old pot and suddenly we’re believing in magic?” 


“Alright, guys, Bakugou has pulled the ‘bullshit card’. 


“You're damn right | call bullshit on your smarmy ass, ain’t no such thing as genies and 
no way am | trusting some sketchy dust man with anything.” 


“Aizawa,” the genie huffed indignantly. “The name's Aizawa.” 


“| don't give a fuck if your name is Lil’ fuckin Debbie junior,” Bakugou fumed. “Genies 
and mermaids--" he said, looking pointedly at Mina. “--aren’t real.” 


“Kind of a moot point now, man.” Kirishima clapped him on the shoulder. He didn’t 
seem fazed when the blond shook him off with a chiding tongue click. “Let’s just hear 
him out or whatever. Not much to lose, right?” 

All eyes fell back on the genie, ‘Aizawa’, but it didn’t seem like the man was in any 
particular hurry to explain himself or the situation. He scratched idly at his temple while 
he waited for a break in the commotion. 

Eventually, he held up three fingers. “Three wishes. Make it quick.” 

“But you just got here!” Sero piped up, but Aizawa was quick to shoot him a look. Not 
an aggressive one, but a strict one, crossing his arms when he responded “I’m ready to 
be out of here just like the rest of you.” 

“You're so bland.” 

“This ain't Disney, kid.” 

“Fair point,” Sero conceded. 


“Alright, three wishes, bitches,” Mina cut in. “Who's going first?” 


They looked amongst each other, pink to blond to red to black before ultimately all 
turning to Mina, who shrugged her shoulders. 


“Well there are four of us and three wishes, so somebody isn't getting a wish.” 
“Mina, there are five of us.” 

“But Bakugou is a nonbeliever so he doesn’t get a wish.” 

“Eat my ass.” 

“No comment.” 

“Double no comment.” 


“Kiri, sweetie, please don’t wish for that.” 


“Retweet.” 

“Sero, did you just say ‘retweet’ out loud?” 
“Lmfao idk.” 

“What the actual fuck, buddy.” 


“JESUS | wish you all would shut the fuck up,” Bakugou bellowed, teeth clenched as he 
grabbed at his hair out of frustration. “You're all such a bunch of fuck--” 


*snap* 


“--in’ idiots.” Bakugou finished his thought, but the voices that had been trying to 
shout him down had become eerily quiet. 


He looked around to wide eyes and flapping lips. 

But no words from any of them. 

“Aw, shit,” he grumbled, moments before getting a harsh whack on the shoulder by 
Mina, who appeared to be furiously cursing his name and his ancestors, but without the 
ability to speak, it was just wild lip reading and assumptions on Bakugou’s part. 

He turned to the genie, who looked back at him with an eyebrow raised. 

And the blond caved. “Alright, | wish they could fuckin’ speak again,” he grumbled, to 
which Aizawa extended a jingly gold-plated wrist and flexed his middle finger to his 
palm. 


*snap* 


“You're down to one wish,” the genie replied smugly, still flat in tone. “Better make it 
count.” 


“All in favor of kicking Bakugou’s ass once this is over say ‘l’.” 
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“| vote we do it sooner.’ 
“Seconded.” 

“| vote we do it now.” 
“Thirded--ed?” 

“Good try, Kiri,” Mina assured as she leaned in to wrap her arms around her friend's 
shoulders, thumb rubbing absentminded circles against the fabric of his shirt, 
purposely avoiding to recognize the look of utter betrayal on Bakugou’s face. 

He looked just about ready to pipe up when Sero cut the space in between them with 
his hand. “Guys, we need to get out of here. Let’s just wish ourselves out, yeah? 


Escape now, fight later.” 


A grumbling rolled from Kaminari’s stomach and he instinctively hunched over, arms 
crossing over his middle. “I’m so hungry. | wish | had-” 


Bakugou drew his hand fast across the blond’s face before he could even finish, 
dropping him to his knees with a yelp. “We've only got one wish left, dumbfuck. Don’t 
waste it on stupid shit like your stomach.” 

"Bro--” 


“Buck up, buttercup,” Bakugou hissed. “Tough it out.” 


Ignoring the abuse of her friend, Mina’s hand shot up in the air. “| claim the wish as 
mine and | want to be young and beautiful forever.” 


“That's nice and all,” Sero asserted. “But we still have to get out of this place, so why 
don’t we--” 


“| want to live on a farm.” All eyes turned to Kirishima, whose face flushed 
immediately. “I just think it would be cool, y'know? Animals are manly.” 


“If we're just throwing out dumbass suggestions, then | want to slap Kaminari.” 

“Bro, you already did that.” 

“Fuck, | guess wishes really do come true.” 

“Guys, please.” Sero added claps in between each word for emphasis, trying to cover 
up the way his voice was starting to quiver in exasperation. “We need to get out of 
here. Y’all ever hear about dying? Alone? Not tryna have that be me.” 

“But, we’re all together, bro? You wouldn't die alone.” 

“Yeah, what’re we? Chopped liver?” 

“Alright, I’m done,” the gangly explorer groaned, turning to Aizawa, who seemed to 
be as unamused as always. With the annoyed man’s attention though, he lifted a 
bangled wrist and an eyebrow to match, ready to cast his magic. 

The others were stumbling over themselves trying to cover his mouth with hands and 
shouts and whatever they had, but Sero’s desire reached the genie’s ear before it 
could be stopped. 

“| wish we were all back home.” 

“SERO, NO--" 

*snap* 

The echo ricocheted around the cave before eventually ceasing to exist, falling utterly 
flat against the carpet of Mina’s flat, where they had planned their trip, loose supplies 


and poptart crumbs falling in between the tufted shag. 


Nobody said anything. Kaminari began unwinding his fingers from around Sero’s 
throat, which he’d begun trying to throttle, while Mina huffed morosely. 


Even Bakugou was quiet, which seemed like a first. 


The air felt still, if not for the gentle sizzling of genie vapors twirling upwards from a 
pile of ashen dust, the sound itself accompanied by the faint tang of metal from two 


broken gold cuffs laying on the floor between them. 

It all felt like a dream, the cave, Aizawa, everything. 

If it weren't for the evidence scorching a mark in Pinky’s carpet, they might not have 
believed it. 

Bakugou said it best. 
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ON TOP OF THE WORLD by StarryRoyalty 


You've Been Invited To Join A Server 
owo what's this? (3A) 
O 11 Online O 20 Members 
[Join] 


#general-chat 
Her Royal Majesty Queen Yaomomo 
May | ask why it’s only Friday night and the other chat is blowing up? 


Faker? YOU'RE The Fake Hedgehog 

All Might was here earlier! He was talking about his life in America and | believe 
Midoriya was asking questions. Bakugou interjected about a fact and the two of them 
got into another verbal fight. It almost escalated into a physical one, but Bakugou 
accidentally punched Uraraka and she sent both of them to their rooms. 


wicked witch of the dorms 
and I'd do it again 


alien dance queen 
BOP BOP GODDAMN GO OFF OCHA 


Bohemain Rhapsody 
Question, what’s up with lida’s nickname? | know someone bribed Yaomomo to 
change it because lida hasn’t changed it back,,,does he even know how to? 


Mr. Electricidad 

are you telling me you don’t know sonic the fucking hedgehog 

jirou 

jirou 

this is a fucking travesty 

bring the gang we're having a sonic night and we'll play sa2 and yes I'll be doing 
voices 


Her Royal Majesty Queen Yaomomo 
Cannot confirm nor deny these accusations. 


Faker? YOU'RE The Fake Hedgehog 


CAN SOMEONE PLEASE CHANGE MY NICKNAME | WOULD GREATLY APPRECIATE 
IT! 
@Her Royal Majesty Queen Yaomomo |’M ASKING POLITELY PLEASE 


wicked witch of the dorms 
sorry iida we love you <3333 


Faker? YOU'RE The Fake Hedgehog 
You're dead to me. 


#off-the-rails-chat 

smallmightynerd 

NO HOLD ON | KNOW YOU'RE WRONG ABOUT ALL MIGHT’S TIMELINE AND 
HERE’S WHY BECAUSE WE WENT TO I-ISLAND AND | TALKED WITH DAVID SHIELD 
HIMSELF SO I’M RIGHT 


dynabastard(sparky man) 

DEKU STOP FUCKING TYPING IT'S ALREADY BEEN FIVE MINUTES 

SHUT THE FUCK UP 

I'M NOT GONNA CHANGE MY MIND 

STOP TYPING YOUR BITCHASS PARAGRAPH AND FISTFIGHT ME IN THE PARKING 
LOT MOTHERFUCKER 


smallmightynerd 


Xx 


Direct Messages (2) 
O smallmightynerd 
hey kacchan | know youre busy but will you beta my latest chapter because im busy 
with something rn and | can’t get to it :( 
its okay if you cant tho ill absolutely understand <333 


O explosion murder god dynamite 


Deku how the fuck are you the author for one of the biggest fucking fanfics in the 
archive and you still type like an idiot. What the hell are you up to anyways? Beta your 
own goddamn fics. I’m busy. 


O smallmightynerd 
Alright then, Bakugou Katsuki. 


O explosion murder god dynamite 
Give me about an hour and you'll have your stupid fucking chapter ready. 


O smallmightynerd 
thanks kacchan! :D <3 


X 


Rest, Atlas 
smallmightywrites 


Summary: After a long-spanning legacy of changing the world, All Might finds home in 
a familiar face on I-Ilsland: David Shield, the man who gave him his proper start in 
America, and the former love of his life. (Friends to lovers, slow burn.) 


Notes: hey guys! It’s been a while since I’ve updated this fic; life’s been really hectic! :D 
| was in the hospital for a while with more broken bones and then | had to beat my bff 
at being top of the class, but our resident queen beat both of us again so | guess | 
gotta work harder! 


anyways, pls enjoy this chapter! | went back to I-Island a few months ago for a quick 
internship so I’m keeping this as accurate as | can! I'm sorry | could only write 10.3k 
words, but hopefully I'll get back on the grind! a huge thank you to my beta reader 
dynamight for listening to me yell at him at weird hours of the night and making sure 
this chapter was perfect. you're the best <3 


someone also translated this into English! here’s the current fic in all its glory: Rest 
Atlas. 
(See the end of the work for more notes.) 


Here’s the thing about class 3-A. 


These are exhausted teens well into their third year of school and they've been 
(in)famous for about two years now. They've been through a war, fought so many 
villains, and still have to take their final exams at the end of the day. 


So when twenty teenagers with superpowers need to act their age, it’s Shouta who has 
to watch his class and deal with their stupid fucking antics at any hour of the night. 


“It's midnight,” he says, watching as Uraraka, Ashido, and Kaminari try to hang onto 
the gate of U.A. while floating and stare at him with eyes wide. “What in the hell are 
you doing.” 


“We wanted McDonald's,” Kaminari says, so genuine and with a bag in his right hand, 
and Shouta sighs with the grace of a tired father and rubs his eyes. “Where the hell is 
Midoriya, then?” 


“Why would Midoriya be a part of this?” Ashido tries to ask, but Shouta gives her a 
Look. Sure enough, Midoriya drifts down from the sky with Todoroki in his arms; the 
latter looks bored as he eats a few French fries. Midoriya has the audacity to look a bit 
sheepish, like he wasn't the one who suggested going to get a midnight snack and 
decided to use his Quirk alongside Uraraka’s Zero Gravity to get their friends past the 
gates. 


Shouta looks at his students, so bright-eyed despite the odds against them, and waves 
them through, choosing to steal a couple of fries before he goes. 


This is not the first time his class has chosen to act their age for once, nor will it be the 
last. Shouta has seen Sero and a few others frozen in place at the front of the school 
before as he walks to his class, ensuring that they'll be late. When he shows up, there’s 
a window suspiciously open and Bakugou’s standing out of his chair, frantically trying 
to get it closed. Sero and everyone else look proud and relieved as Shouta glares them 
down. 


Later, he'll hear from Kan that he saw his kids get thrown through their respective 
window to make it to class on time, and does his absolute best to hide his smile in his 
scart. 


X 


Todoroki walks into the cat cafe that’s located not far from campus and steadily ignores 
passerbys that whisper when they spot his trademark hair partially covered by a beanie, 
going to sit at a kotasu and sighing in relief when a calico cat settles herself on his left 
side and starts purring. He looks at his audience and settles his hands down before he 
whips out his wallet. 


“Classmates,” he says in a monotone voice, not noticing the way Bakugou turns away 
to hide a snort, “I’m glad you decided to meet here with me today. I’ve gathered you 
all here for a reason and | believe it’s imperative that we selected few carry out this 
mission.” 


“Shouto,” Midoriya cuts in, trying not to smile. “This isn’t a rescue mission to save 
some dumbass high schooler from a bunch of villains he could blow up in his sleep, this 
is a friend hangout where you trust everyone here who showed up.” 


“What the fuck, Deku—” 
“All Might’s kid says what?” 
“What?” 


“Anyways,” Todoroki continues, ignoring Midoriya’s gasp behind him and the howl of 
Bakugou’s laughter on his left, “I’ve come up with a foolproof plan to make my father 
suffer from the gala he was invited to. Would anyone like to assist?” 


Uraraka looks from Todoroki’s wallet to him again. “...Does this have anything to do 
with Endeavor's credit card? Please say yes, | haven’t been shopping in a few weeks 
because we've been insanely busy with exams.” 


“It does, Uraraka. This plan consists of two parts and I've split us up into teams.” 
Todoroki nods at everyone there. Midoriya, Bakugou, Yaoyorozu, Uraraka, Jirou, 
Tokoyami, and Kouda all look at each other for a moment before nodding and giving 
their attention back to their leader. 


“First off, the official Hero Gala that’s taking place. | have been cordially invited by the 
Commission and I’m allowed to take a guest with me. However, I've reviewed the 
policies in place, and none of them state that my guest isn’t allowed to also bring a 


guest. My siblings are already taking a guest that my father doesn’t know about, and | 
want to ensure that half of you go. We'll be a distraction for the other half of the group, 
which will soend money using his credit card, and that’s all | want from us.” 


Jirou coughs politely into her hand. “You...want some of us to go shopping? That's it? 
No conditions or anything else?” 


“You truly do clear the darkness away with your light,” Tokoyami says into his tea cup. 
Next to him, Dark Shadow very carefully pets a jet black cat that playfully bats at his 
claws. Tokoyami almost sheds a single tear of joy. 

“No conditions.” Todoroki says, completely genuine. “Please treat yourselves. We can 
swap out the gala guests with shopping as well, since | want Midoriya to be able to buy 
whatever All Might merch he can.” 


Midoriya lets out a noise that resembles a squeak and Uraraka pats him on the back. 


“Well, you've sold me.” Jirou slams her palms onto the table. “I’m going to Hot Topic 
and no one’s stopping me. Kouda, don’t you need more pet food anyways?” 


Kouda nods and smiles when all his friends give him a thumbs up. “Too good for this 
world, too pure.” Yaoyorozu murmurs, and even Bakugou nods in agreement. 


Todoroki smiles, and it lights up the entire cafe. 
x 
Group Chat: plan A for rich kids 


(Peppermint Ass) 
Okay. I’m here with Bakugou, Midoriya, and Yaoyorozu. How's it going on your end? 


(Earphones) 
I'm at the mall with Uraraka, Tokoyami, and Kouda! Want anything? Kaminari already 
made me promise to get him a pretzel. And also a choker from Hot Topic. 


(King Dynamite) 
Moron. Tell him to choke on an egg. 


(Stupid Idiot Deku) 
kacchan!!! kami’s doing his best, let him live :( 


(King Dynamite) 
Whatever. 


(Peppermint Ass) 
Great. | brought Midoriya and he brought Bakugou who brought Momo. My siblings 
have also decided to bring various guests since | alerted them about the loophole. 


(Round Face) 
wait really?? who'd they bring?? 


(Animal Guy) 
Gege? 


(Rich Bitch) 
Thank you, Kouda. :) 


(Peppermint Ass) 

Fuyumi brought the Number Four Hero Miruko, my mom brought Midoriya Inko, and 
Natsuo brought Touya who brought Keigo. Which is...not a bad turnout, considering 
my father looks like he’s about to blow up the tablecloth. 


(Earphones) 
Oh, Touya’s out of rehabilitation? Nice! How’s Endeavor taking it? 


(Peppermint Ass) 
| think he’s about to melt a fork. 


(Stupid Idiot Deku) 
still not sure why rei brought my mom? i'm flattered, and my mom deserves to get 
spoiled, but??? confused?? 


(Peppermint Ass) 
Everyone loves your mother, Midoriya. She’s quite lovely and we’d kill for her. 


(Stupid Idiot Deku) 


wh 


(King Dynamite) 
Head's up. Hawks looks like he’s about to start a fucking mess at this stupid 
Gala. He’s aiming some food at Jeanist. | think Miruko’s about to lunge across the 
damn table. 


(Round Face) 
AT LEAST FILM IT FOR US OH MY GOD 


X 


“Y'know,” Shouta says when he comes across his students sitting in a shitty fast food 
resturant later that night, “I wish | could say | was getting numb to this, but 
unfortunately, you’re making me get wrinkles. | woke up this morning and found more 
silver hairs. You're literally making me age every single second I’m alive.” 


“Isn't that how it works?” Todoroki asks and gets shushed for his troubles. 


Shouta pinches the bridge of his nose. “Why are you all here and wearing fancy suits? 
Wasn't the Hero Gala tonight—right. Never mind. Don’t answer that question. The only 
one | have for you is: will | have to bail you problem children out of jail today?” 


“Probably not?” Yaoyorozu winces as she answers. She’s wearing a gorgeous gown 
that trails down to her moderately tall heels, but the effect is slightly ruined by the 
paper crown that sits on her hair courtesy of Midoriya, who’s fixing it with a very 
determined look on his face. “We didn't do anything that’s technically illegal, so | think 
we should be good!” 


“Todoroki followed the Hero Gala policies,” Uraraka says from her spot on Kaminari’s 
lap. They're both balancing and eating fast food, stuffing their faces without a care in 
the world. “None of us broke any rules! Found some loopholes, but that’s fine.” 


Shouta stares at his students. They'll be graduating this year. They’re going to be 
legitimate adults. He'll probably run into a few of them in the field, and he'll have to 
cooperate with them for combat, rescue, and undercover missions. This is the next 
generation of heroes that are going to take care of the public. 


“lam going to go drink some espresso shots,” he seriously tells them, “and maybe 
add an alcoholic beverage in it that will put my ass to sleep. Kaminari, finish your damn 
essay that’s due tomorrow. You're the only one that hasn't finished it.” 


“Will do!” Kaminari offers a French fry. Shouta takes it without another word. “If the 
reporters show up tomorrow asking why there was almost a fist-fight over the table 
with Endeavor, please tell them no comment. We’re trying to not get Midoriya Inko in 
trouble, since she let us stay over at her place for the night and was a very gracious 
host. You'll make her really sad that she helped us out!” 


Shouta, who by now is definitely used to the infamous Midoriya Tears, shakes his head. 
“I'm not going to bother dealing with that. Get your stories straight with that many 
eyewitness accounts. Tell me the full thing when all of you graduate. If you decide to 
post any pictures or videos in that Discord server you problem kids have—yes, | know it 
exists—then make sure that no one hacks into it or we'll have a serious problem on our 
hands. Capiche?” 


Todoroki’s quiet “how does he know about the Discord server?” is overshadowed by 
everyone else bowing their heads. “Thank you, sensei.” Yaoyorozu says, looking 
relieved as she sits up straight with the crown on her head. “We won't let you down!” 


“See to it that you won't.” Shouta takes another fry and leaves, dialing someone the 
moment he steps out the door. “Hizashi, you won't believe this shit...” 


“Well, that went better than expected.” Uraraka wrinkles her nose. “Do you think we 
can take some to go? Mina texted me and asked if we could get her some food too. 
Deku?” 


“Why do | have to be the one to do it?” Midoriya asks, sighing when Todoroki shoves 
him off the seat. He picks himself up, dusts off the glitter on his suit jacket from the 
gala, and heads on over to the register. “Fine. | swear you guys make me leave just to 
talk shit about me. You could at least be like Kacchan who talks shit to my face.” 


Bakugou nods from where he’s shoveling a sundae down his throat. “Ex-fucking- 
actly.” 


Jirou whips out her phone, snaps a pic, and sends directly to Discord, listening to the 
sound of crashing in the background. 


owo what's this? (3A) 
O 6 Online O 20 Members 


#general-chat 

Bohemain Rhapsody 

Caught some idiots in action tonight ;) 

[Picture ID: Todoroki, Bakugou, Yaoyorozu, Kaminari, and Uraraka sitting at the same 
table. Todoroki’s staring down at his phone with a serious expression; the angle shows 
he’s playing Neko Atsume. Bakugou’s tipped back in his chair while still eating the 
sundae; Uraraka’s leaning over to push him off his chair while Kaminari has his phone 
out to film. Yaoyorozu has her head in her hands. Midoriya, walking towards them in 
the background with a to-go bag of food, looks dead inside.] 


alien dance queen 

what in the actual SHIT is happening here 

like. is everyone okay. what the fuck did y’‘all do tonight Imao 
IS THAT MY FOOD IN THE BACKGROUND ILY MIDO 


Faker? YOU'RE The Fake Hedgehog 

This is a very late hour you're all awake at! And eating, no less! As heroes, we must 
keep to a proper nutritional schedule and make sure that we’re well-rested for the next 
day! 


smallmightynerd 
do you want some fries iida 


Faker? YOU'RE The Fake Hedgehog 
Yes please. 


smallmightynerd 
brb 


cats the musical 

Anyone wanna tell me why Aizawa walked in exhausted as shit and offered me a coffee 
Walkel ge 

Actually wait don’t answer that | scrolled up 

You guys already made the news Imao rip 

Come home or whatever, I'll have the capture weapon out near Mido’s room so yall 
can bypass the cameras 


In exchange | want a sundae as my reward 


dynabastard(sparky man) 
The fuck you so chatty for, Eyebags? Shut the hell up. No one asked. 


alien dance queen 

| watched this man down two energy drinks back to back about an hour ago. | think his 
will to live is slowly but surely coming back Imao 

yeah we'll help carry y’all up!!! and kats, please don’t argue, bc your explosions are 
loud as shit so it's easier to get you in through the window. 


dynabastard(sparky man) 
=o ( 


cats the musical 

Alright problem children, this has been fun to read, but everyone’s expected to go 
over graduation routine by tomorrow. All of you are going to be up bright and early, 
and | don’t want to hear any complaining. -AS 


dynabastard(sparky man) 
FUUUUCCKKKKKKKKKKK 
cats the musical 
Language, Bakugou. 


Bohemain Rhapsody 
We're on our way Aizawa, sorry for the hassle!!! Thanks for letting us stay tho, we really 
appreciate it 


Shouta looks up from where he’s holding Shinsou’s phone above his head, ignoring his 
attempts to try and brainwash him so he can grab it back. He scrolls through the chat 
for a moment, trying not to laugh at all the stupid shit his students send, and thinks 
about their future. 


Yeah, Shouta smirks. They‘re gonna be just fine. 


MOVIE NIGHTS by tara 


Everyone loved movie nights. 


Denki sighed out a breath of satisfaction as he propped his hands on his hips and 
surveyed the common room. It was perfectly set up for movie night for the entire class. 
There were blankets, bowls of popcorn, blankets, mugs of coffee, blankets, bags of 
candy, blankets, and chips for more snacking. 


Oh no! Denki slapped his forehead. They'd forgotten blankets! 


He turned and dashed to his room to get more blankets. He had a large collection of 
blankets in the corner of his room. He’d been stealing one from a classmate once a week 
and now he had over a hundred of them. 


“Hey, Denki,” said Jirou flatly as Denki came back into the common room carrying fifty 
blankets over his shoulder. She was sitting on the TV playing a game on her phone. 


“Hey Kyouka,” Denki said cheerfully, dumping his blankets on the floor in front of the 
couch. They banged and clattered loudly but he ignored them. “Ready for movie night?” 


“No,” said Jirou. She did not look up from her phone. She was playing a game on it. 


Denki sighed out a breath of satisfaction as he propped his hands on his hips and 
surveyed the common room. Now it was properly set up! 


He turned around and ran to the door, poking his head out into the hall. It was time to 
summon the hordes! Denki dragged in a deep breath and then screamed at the top of 
his lungs, doing his best impression of a velociraptor who just got its toes stepped on. 
That is, an impression of a velociraptor that wasn’t extinct, for the sole purpose of his 
scream. 


A flash of lightning went off in the distance, and then there came the sound of feet 
thundering against the floor as his entire class barrelled toward the common room. 


Denki screamed and turned to run but he was too late. He tripped and fell, and he got 
trampled under the feet of his classmates as they poured into the room. 


“Blankets!” said Sero and Kirishima and Ashido very happily as they saw all the blankets 
piled in front of the couch. They went to pull blankets up and distribute them, ignoring 
the banging and clanging. 


“Popcorn!” said Yaoyorozu, Uraraka, and Ojiro. They went very happily to the bowls of 
popcorn and handed them out, but they did not eat any of the popcorn. It was very rude 
to eat popcorn before the movie started. 


“Coffee!” said Aoyama, Tokoyami, and Todoroki very happily. Actually, just Aoyama said 
that. Tokoyami and Todoroki said it more like “coffee.” but Aoyama’s delighted tone 
picked up their very flat and tired voices. They obviously needed the coffee the most. 


“Candy!” said Asui, Sato, and Hagakure very happily. They sprinted for the candy, racing 
each other the five feet to the table and violently fighting peacefully over the bags of 
candy. 


“Chips!” said Midoriya, Koda, and Shoji very happily. They peacefully divided up the 
bags of chips, fighting violently over the last bag. 


There were only two people who did not go to get something. 


Well, there were three people, but Denki was still recovering at the door. He moaned 
and groaned and stood up, but then he fell back over and lay there for a minute, whining 
loudly about his life. 


Bakugou and lida stood behind the couch, their eyes narrowed in unison as they watched 
the others divide their spoils. No one was eating yet, of course. It was rude to eat before 
the movie started. 


“What's the movie?” lida asked presidentially. 
At the same time, Bakugou angrily demanded, “So, what are we watching?” 


The entire room froze. Not literally. That was last time. Todoroki had much better control 
on his quirk now. 


Bakugou glared at every single person in the room, generously giving them at least five 
seconds of glaring before he glared at the next person. Everyone waited patiently until 
he was done glaring. It was the little things sometimes. 


“| was thinking we could watch a romantic comedy,” Denki suggested from the door. 
His voice was muffled because he had picked up part of the rug and put it over his head 
to help him recover faster. No one paid him any attention. 


“We should all decide upon a movie!” lida announced presidentially. Everyone nodded 
in agreement. That was a good idea. 


“That's stupid!” Bakugou argued angrily. “All of us aren't going to agree on a movie.” 
Everyone nodded in agreement. That was a good point. 


Denki fought with the rug on his head. It had suddenly become sentient and did not 
want to leave his head. “Maybe a horror movie?” he called. No one paid him any 
attention. 


“We can if we work together and work out a proper voting system!” lida insisted 
presidentially. Everyone nodded in agreement. That was a good plan. 


“You can’t make everyone happy!” Bakugou snapped angrily. Everyone nodded in 
agreement. That was a good detail. 


Denki’s head finally came free for a moment. “A sci-fi?” he suggested. The rug 
accidentally wrapped around his head again. No one paid him any attention. 


“We can try! Plus ultra!” lida declared presidentially. Everyone nodded in agreement. 
That was a good sentiment. 


“You can’t just say ‘plus ultra’ to make yourself sound more convincing!” Bakugou raged 
angrily. Everyone nodded in agreement. That was a good thought. 


Midoriya loudly ate a piece of popcorn and everyone stared at him. He had broken the 
only rule of movie night. Do not eat before the movie. 


Midoriya did not care. He stared at every single person in the room, generously giving 
them at least five seconds of staring before he stared at the next person. Everyone 
waited patiently until he was done staring. It was the little things sometimes. 


“Don't do that,” Yaoyorozu said sternly. Midoriya nodded apologetically even though 
he was not apologetic. Uraraka took the popcorn bowl from him just in case. 


“So... how should we pick the movie?” wondered Sero, who had been stealing bites of 
popcorn this entire time, but no one had noticed. He ate another piece of popcorn as 
everyone looked at him and nodded seriously. “We should make up our minds before 
the entire night passes and our only entertainment is lida and Bakugou arguing.” 


Everyone nodded in agreement. Sero ate another piece of popcorn and no one noticed. 
Sero did not actually care about picking the movie. He just wanted to cause more chaos, 
and it had calmed down a little too much in his opinion. 


“I think we should watch a French film,” Aoyama said dramatically. “C’est bon." His 
suggestion was politely ignored. 


No one here knew French except for Aoyama and Yaoyorozu, but Yaoyorozu pretended 
she didn’t because she knew Aoyama would want to have secret conversations about 
the others in French. And he did. He wanted that very much. 


Bakugou looked gleeful. “We should watch an alien movie,” he decided angrily. 
Everyone shook their heads in disagreement. 


“Not after last time,” Ojiro said. Everyone nodded in agreement. Last time had been a 
disaster. There was still a dent in the ceiling from Ashido’s elbow. 


Denki choked and coughed on the dust from the rug at the door. “Maybe a fantasy?” 
he offered. No one paid him any attention. 


“We must all come to an agreement!” lida insisted presidentially. 


“Or,” Sero suggested, eating a handful of popcorn one piece at a time. He was eating 
it delicately from his hand like he was feeding a wild horse, except the horse was his 
mouth. “Or you could fight over it.” 


Asui frowned. “| don’t think that’s a good idea.” 


“Fight, fight, fight, fight!” chanted four people, but they said it all at the same time so 
no one knew who it was. One of the people wasn’t in the room. 


Bakugou grinned, a murderous glint in his eyes. He turned to lida, a cape blowing in the 
wind behind him suddenly. He had not been wearing a cape a moment ago. It was not 
windy inside. “Let's fight then!” 


lida chopped a hand at him. “We should not do this!” But suddenly he was wearing a 
cape too! It was destined to be. 


“Maybe a thriller,” Denki recommended from the door. The rug brutally attacked him 
again. He coughed up dust. No one paid him any attention. 


“Fight, fight, fight!” chanted three people. It was very sad with only three people, so 
they all stopped chanting. 


lida nobly pushed his glasses further up his nose. “Very well!” he declared presidentially. 
“For the sake of the class, | will fight you!” He pulled a giant sword from his pocket. 


“Yes,” Bakugou said angrily. He whipped out his own sword from his shirt pocket. It was 
one inch longer than lida’s. 


Their swords collided and they began to spar in the common room. 


Todoroki woke up from his nap under the coffee table. He liked it because it was called 
a coffee table. He hoped by sleeping under it that he would absorb some of its name by 
osmosis. He did not know how osmosis worked. “Did the movie start?” he asked. 


Ul 


“No, lida and Bakugou are sparring,” answered Tokoyami, who had been trying and 
failing to fall asleep on top of the coffee table. It was very hard to sleep when Dark 
Shadow kept poking him to try this new brand of Pocky sticks. “| don’t want to try them, 
stop trying to shove them up my nose.” 


Todoroki was very confused by the last part of what Tokoyami had said since he certainly 
had not been shoving lida or Bakugou up Tokoyami’s nose. “Okay,” he said instead of 
arguing, and then he went back to sleep. 


“Would you like some candy?” Yaoyorozu asked Jirou, who was still perched on the 
television playing her phone game. 


“Only if it’s crushed,” Jirou replied, not looking up from her phone. 
“Ah, Candy Crush?” Yaoyorozu asked, looking at her phone screen. 
Jirou nodded. "Yes, | want it crushed.” 


Bakugou screamed a sound of triumph and rage as his sword clashed with lida’s. lida did 
not make a sound, concentrating all his efforts into whacking Bakugou’s sword as hard 
as he could. 


Everyone began to grow bored of the fight happening behind the couch and started to 
settle down, getting all of the good seats so they could watch the movie. Hagakure got 
the best seat and screamed whenever anyone got near her so they knew not to sit on 
her. Asui got the second-best seat, which was Shoji’s lap. 


Denki gasped and groaned as he finally struggled free from the rug. He flipped it off as 
he staggered away. The rug flipped him off right back. They were now arch-nemeses. 


“So, what should we actually watch?” Kirishima asked everyone. At this point, no one 
was even watching lida and Bakugou anymore. Uraraka slapped Midoriya’s hand away 
as he tried to grab popcorn, and he slumped and pouted. Sero ate out of the same bowl 
and no one noticed. 


Suddenly, someone spoke up. Everyone immediately shut up. lida and Bakugou fought 
without a single noise coming from them. The mouse in the corner of the room covered 
her mouth. She had been on her way to visit her cousin, the principal, but she’d gotten 
lost. 


The person speaking...was Koda. 


“Why don’t we watch an animal documentary?” he suggested in a voice so quiet that it 
could have been drowned out if someone breathed. No one dared breathe. 


Everyone waited until they were sure he was done speaking, and then they all nodded 
violently in agreement. 


“That's a great idea!” Yaoyorozu said. Everyone nodded in agreement. It was! Everyone 
here liked animals. 


“What's a documentary?” asked Denki. No one paid him any attention. 


lida and Bakugou continued battling in the background as everyone settled down, 
distributing blankets, bowls of popcorn, blankets, mugs of coffee, blankets, bags of 
candy, blankets, and chips for more snacking. 


Yaoyorozu found the best animal documentary that had ever been filmed in her pocket, 
because she only carried high-quality items with her, and she put it into the television. 


Jirou helpfully moved her legs so everyone could see the television screen, but she didn’t 
stop playing Candy Crush and eating her crushed candy. 


Once everyone was in place, not counting lida and Bakugou who had lost their swords 
at some point and were now slap-fighting silently behind the couch, Yaoyorozu glanced 
around one last time, and then she pressed play. 


The film began, and the class settled in to watch it. 


Everyone loved movie nights. 
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MONOMA VS. CLASS 1-A by Morg 


Monoma was done. He was fed up with being constantly overlooked, dismissed, or 
ignored. Class 1-A’s glory had gone on too long, and he wanted a piece of the pie. His 
class deserved it: 1-B was loyal and hardworking, traits that easily surpassed the 
shallow nature of their rivals. The only reason Class 1-A was given all that attention was 
their consistent habit of getting into trouble and then grabbing the public’s attention 
through their chaos. 


He was going to make sure that the next time Class 1-A walked into a well- 
documented disaster, he would be there. Monoma would slide in, copy their lame little 
quirks, and ensure he was the shining star. No one would stand in his way, and his 
glory would bring praise and respect to Class 1-B, where it rightfully belonged. 


Of course, while his plan was foolproof, the part where he had to be in close enough 
vicinity to Class 1-A to upstage them required some more thought. Monoma decided 
his best strategy would be to keep a close eye on the comings and goings of the class, 
and after finding a particularly great view into their common room, the initial part of his 
plan was ready to roll out. 


First, he tracked down Hagakure. For an invisible girl, she was pretty easy to find— 
typical of Class 1-A—and it wasn’t hard to dramatically bump into her. It got him plenty 
of unamused glances and a frustrated Kendo hot on his heels, but he succeeded in 
losing her outside and activating Hagakure’s quirk, throwing his clothes into a nearby 
bush. 


Now, with seven minutes to spare, he was free to sneak into Class 1-A’s common room 
and snoop around. It wasn’t a lot of time, but he was confident he could find 
something worthwhile. An interesting piece of gossip, or maybe some evidence of 
academic dishonesty to prove that Class 1-A was getting by with only their pathetic 
style and no substance. He wasn’t picky; he simply wanted blackmail material. 


A lot of students were still in the cafeteria, enough so that the entrance was free of any 
passerby that may notice a door being opened and closed entirely on its own. There 
were definitely students in the common room, and once the door clicked shut, their 
muted voices filled Monoma’s ears. 


The building was identical to Class 1-B’s dorm in layout; the same chairs and tables 
were scattered around the common area. On his right was the kitchen, where two 


memorably obnoxious voices were emanating, and to the left were the elevators. He 
followed the voices first, curious to eavesdrop on an exclusive Class 1-A conversation. 


“...80 nice of you to do this, my favorite food and everything? Dude, you're the best.” 


“Your favorite food is meat, it’s not that hard to figure something out that fits the 
description.” 


“Yeah, but with your epic cooking skills? It'll be the best meat I’ve ever eaten!” 


Monoma knew that Sato was always being praised for his cooking ability, but the voice 
responding to the densest guy of Class 1-A definitely didn’t match his tone. Did his 
ears deceive him? Or was the most conceited, self-aggrandizing prick he’d ever 
encountered actually doing something nice for another classmate? 


Monoma peeked into the kitchen and was rewarded with the most disgusting sight of 
his life: Bakugo’s flushed face turned away from Kirishima’s huge grin. He understood 
why Bakugo was looking away: the brightness of Kirishima’s smile was blinding. 
Monoma was glad that he never had that expression directed at him; Kirishima’s strong 
distaste for his antics ensured that the guy’s smile would never distract him. 


That wasn’t the most appalling part, not by a long shot. It was Bakugo, his hands 
clenched, and his eyes darting from the sizzling pan to any patch of space that didn’t 
contain Kirishima. Monoma knew what that look was, and he never thought he’d see it 
on the likes of an asshole like Bakugo. 


He was in love. 
“Stop distracting me, shitty hair! | don’t want to mess this up.” 


Monoma wished Hagakure’s quirk allowed her to make other items invisible; he 
would've killed to get a picture of those two in that compromising position. He never 
thought he’d see Bakugo blush, and the guy managed to heat up more than his 
counterpart's dreadful hair. 


Fortunately, there wasn’t enough time for him to loiter around those particular 
lovebirds, especially to avoid the risk of throwing up and revealing his presence. 
Monoma moved away, heading towards the other side of the common area to see if 
there were any other students hanging around. 


It was pretty quiet; Tsuyu was sitting at one of the tables with Koda, probably talking 
about frogs. In a more interesting development, Jirou and Yaoyorozu were huddled 
close to each other in the opposite corner of the room. From the remnants of the lunch 
neatly packed up at their desk, they had eaten together. Monoma walked towards 
them, craning his head to catch any hint of the whispered words being shared. 


He didn’t feel comfortable getting much closer than where he was, a table away from 
them. From his position, he still couldn't hear them, but he would rather give them 
space. It was one thing to get into Bakugo and Kirishima’s space without clothes on, 
but he didn’t want to do that to Jirou and Yaoyorozu, even if they couldn't see him. 


Ultimately, he didn’t really need to hear what they had to say to each other. Their 
expressions and the fact that their hands were clearly intertwined under the table said 
enough in its own right. It didn’t feel as dramatic as the reveal of Bakugo having the 
capacity to have feelings; if anything, Monoma was simply excited to share this 
particular discovery with Kendo. She had her own suspicions about their relationship 
before, and he knew she'd be overjoyed to hear it was official. 


He may have miscalculated the amount of time he had left with Hagakure’s quirk. 
Without his watches to reassure him, the tingling starting at his fingertips was a sudden 
and unwelcome reminder that his quirk’s time limit was almost up. Ten minutes was not 
nearly enough time, and he needed to retreat immediately. 


There was a sudden swell of noise from the entrance; a whole bunch of people must've 
finished lunch. He glanced over to see Kaminari and Sero crowding into the kitchen, 
and if the plume of smoke creeping out was any indication, it didn't look like Bakugo 
was pleased to have his intimate moment interrupted. 


Monoma wasn't too pleased either; the sudden arrival of a large portion of the class 
left him no safe way to escape the main entrance. He could probably get out of the 
dorm, but considering the lack of time, he’d probably end up roaming the halls naked 
for them all to see. 


He wasn’t going to do that. Surely one of the clueless 1-A students had left their dorm 
room unlocked. Monoma could sneak in, borrow some clothes, and saunter out, and 
no one would be the wiser. After all, any of them would be honored to be graced by 
his presence. He’d surely cause multitudes of rumors as to what lucky student from 
Class 1-A was witness to his superior personality. 


Monoma snuck around the corner to where the elevators were located. The two 
separate doors were clearly marked; one had a giant sign with a grape crossed out 
hanging on it. Typical of Class 1-A to not have taken action against such a disgusting 
character, Monoma scoffed at the sign and called the opposite elevator. 


The doors swung open, and Monoma slipped inside. He examined the floor options, 
hesitating on which to pick. If he made the wrong choice, he'd be stuck on a locked 
floor completely naked. Who in Class 1-A would be stupid enough to leave their dorm 
unlocked? And more importantly, what floor did they live on? 


The tingling spread up his arms and body, signaling the end of his invisibility. He was 
exposed; the elevator doors were still open and the steadily increasing volume of two 
nearby voices meant he didn’t have any more time. Monoma still hesitated to press the 
button, interested to hear what was being said. 


“| still can't believe Kacchan was making Kirishima lunch, he’s always so protective of 
his cooking!” 


“If he’s cooking for his friends, perhaps | could request a meal.” 


The voices were coming right in front of the elevator. Monoma slammed the close 
button and watched the doors begin to slide shut. Even though he was out of sight, 
the door was only a third of the way closed and they could easily call it before he 
picked another floor. 


“| don’t think that’s why he’s making lunch for Kirishima.” Midoriya slipped his hand 
into the shrinking gap in the door of the elevator and held it open. Of course, only a 
student from Class 1-A would be reckless enough to put their hand in between two 

metal slabs pushing together; he was lucky that his hand wasn’t completely crushed. 
Monoma pressed himself up against the side, covering himself with his hands as he 

waited for the two of them to enter. 


“Are they not friends?” 
A nervous chuckle slipped out in response, and Monoma decided that he hated 


Midoriya's laugh. It was too endearing: clearly, Midoriya was a very convincing actor. “| 
think Kacchan wants to be, er, more than friends.” 


“There is a higher level of friendship? | was not aware.” 


“Yeah, it can happen with two guys, which is totally normal. Uh. | should go, Todoroki! | 
promised to talk to Uraraka after lunch. See you later!” The scarred hand released the 
door, which remained wide open. 


Todoroki stepped into the elevator, oblivious to his presence as he went to press the 
button to the fifth floor. For a moment, Monoma was tricked into thinking by some 
miracle he was still invisible, until Todoroki spoke. 


“Did you forget your clothes?” 


Monoma was dumbfounded, at least for a moment. Todoroki seemed so nonplussed 
by his presence. Embarrassment welled up inside of him, but he pushed it aside with 
anger. How dare Class 1-A be so neutral towards potential threats? How dare they act 
so high and mighty? No wonder villains were always such a bother: they were all 
completely oblivious to the world around them. “Yes. | usually forget my clothes and 
end up in elevators in dorms | detest.” 


"| see.” 


“You- you see?” The sarcasm had almost been too heavy handed, even for him, yet it 
seemed to go entirely over Todoroki’s head. 


“Would you like to borrow some from my room?” Todoroki glanced at him. “I think my 
clothes would fit.” 


Monoma’s mouth was open, but he couldn’t muster up the strength to close it. “I, uh, 
yeah. | would.” Was Class 1-A this clueless; could a villain walk up and ask for them to 
surrender? Was it truly that easy to take the class down? 


He couldn't think of anything else to say. The elevator doors slid open and Todoroki 
walked out. After a moment of deep breaths, Monoma slipped behind him. When 
Todoroki reached his room, he swung the door open and stepped inside. Monoma 
wasn’t sure if he should follow, and the only thing running through his mind was how 
the door had been unlocked the whole time. All Monoma had to do was press a 
random button and leave; he would have already stolen Todoroki’s clothes and been 
perched casually against a wall when the other boy caught up. 


“You can come in.” 


Monoma wasn’t going to voluntarily stay in the hall any longer, so he slipped into 
Todoroki’s room. The boy was squatting down next to an open drawer, pulling out a 
neatly folded gym uniform. He glanced up towards Monoma, then stood and offered 
the clothing to him. Monoma took it, rubbing a hand idly across the fabric. 


“Ah, you don’t have underwear. | should have a clean pair—" 


“No! No, it’s totally fine.” Monoma hastily shook out the clothes, grabbing the pants 
and pulling them on as quickly as he could without tripping over himself. They fit, but 
the pant length was longer than his own uniform. Curse Class 1-A for having so many 
tall people in it. He was squatting down to grab the shirt when Todoroki broke the 
stifling silence. 


“You overheard my conversation with Midoriya.” 


Monoma paused, his grip on the shirt tightening. Did Todoroki wait until they were 
alone in his room to confront him? Maybe he had miscalculated, maybe Todoroki had 
figured out his angle. 


“| did; it’s not my fault Class 1-A doesn’t know what an indoor voice entails!” 
Todoroki tilted his head. “I take it that your class is also struggling with the issue?” 


The rage he could always rely on slipped away, leaving Monoma struggling to hold 
back laughter. He’d never give Todoroki the satisfaction, but it was hard to resist an 
actual smile. 


“In your dreams.” 


Todoroki didn’t seem focused on his reply. “Do you know how someone reaches a 
higher level of friendship?” 


It took Monoma a second before he realized. There had been all sorts of rumors the 
previous year after Todoroki and Bakugo both attended the remedial course. He had a 
field day mocking them for it, but he hadn’t missed the rumors. It was a shock to 
everyone that Todoroki and Bakugo actually seemed like friends, even if one of them 
was determined never to admit it. 


Poor Todoroki must not realize that Midoriya meant they were in love with each other, 
not that Kirishima and Bakugo had some secret superior friendship. But Monoma didn’t 
see why he had to be the one to tell Todoroki that. 


“Oh, a higher level of friendship? You just need to ask.” Monoma reached over and 
squeezed Todoroki’s shoulder, one finger reaching out to brush against the other boy's 
neck, allowing him to copy his quirk. He let the power run through him for a moment, 
he had no plans on using it but he’d always wanted to feel Todoroki’s duel ability first 
hand. 


“see.” 

“Why not ask him next time you see him? Don’t let your friendship grow stagnant.” 
Todoroki nodded. Monoma pulled on his shirt, looking at how his hands were engulfed 
by the sleeves with amusement. He turned back to Todoroki, unsure of what to say, 
how to exit the situation in a way that wouldn't reek of his usual ungratefulness. 
Todoroki stared back at him. 


“You appeared more comfortable without my clothes, would you like to return them?” 


Monoma did something he never expected to do, especially not in front of a student 
from class 1-A. He blushed. 


“No, definitely not. I’m much more comfortable like this.” 


Todoroki offered him a small smile. “| have to go meet up with some of my classmates 
now that I’ve got my father’s credit card. Would you like to come?” 


It was the perfect opportunity. “I'd love to.” 


Monoma followed Todoroki back to the common room, where a small group of 
students were waiting. Midoriya was there, alongside Uraraka, Tsuyu, Mina, and even 
Kirishima and Bakugo. Monoma had assumed they'd have scampered off to some 
secluded area and confessed already, it didn’t seem to be the case. Bakugo 
immediately fixed him with a glare, stepping in front of the group to confront Todoroki. 


“What the hell is that extra doing here?” 


“| invited him to come.” 


“Since when were you friends with Monoma, Todoroki?” Tsuyu asked, a finger pressed 
on her chin. 


“| bumped into him in the elevator.” Todoroki turns to Bakugo, ignoring the confused 
looks being shared amongst the group. “| would like to ask you something, Bakugo.” 


“If it's about that weird copycat, | don’t want to hear it.” 
“No. It’s about us.” 
“ Eh?” 


Todoroki nodded firmly, continuing. “It’s been brought to my attention that we are 
missing out on a higher level of friendship. I’d like to be closer, more than friends.” 


There’s a squeak from behind them, Monoma tilted his head to see Midoriya holding 
his hand over his mouth. His eyes were bugged out of his head. 


Bakugo flushed crimson. He glanced towards the space where Kirishima stood, while 
pointedly ignoring his specific location. Monoma watched in barely contained 
amusement as Bakugo turned back to face Todoroki, wiping his hands on his pants. 
The amusement slipped a little when Monoma briefly caught his eye, and the genuine 
apprehension and doubt on his face was unexpected and pitiful. 


“You're my best friend. I’m sorry-,” Bakugo tried, his voice dying out in a strained 
whisper. 


Todoroki gasped. Bakugo winced in response, his eyebrows deeply furrowed as he 
seemed torn between reaching out and retreating. Monoma glanced at Todoroki, and 
was shocked to see tears quietly slipping down his face. Had the rejection really upset 
him? 


Todoroki pulled Bakugo in for a sudden and stilted hug. Bakugo froze for a moment, 
before hesitantly wrapping his arms around the other boy. That’s when Todoroki 
replied, 


“Thank you. I’ve never had a best friend before.” 


After the proper amount of time for platonic besties to hug ended, the boys separated. 
Todoroki stared at Bakugo for a second. 


“Why did you apologize?” 


Bakugo groaned. “| thought you had tried to confess, idiot! | was going to tell you that 
I'm already dating Eijirou, but I’m not good at talking.” 


Todoroki pondered over Bakugo’s words for a moment. “| didn't mean to mislead you, 
| also don’t find you the least bit attractive. | wasn’t aware someone actually did, how 
long have you been together?” 


Bakugo looked deeply pained. “At least two months now.” 


The chaos that proceeded to erupt in the common room was the best Monoma had 
orchestrated in months; he may not have found the perfect way to infiltrate Class 1-A 
to properly upstage them, but he had thrown them into turmoil. It was pretty damn 
satisfying to watch the shock of a new couple spread amongst them, so much so that 
he wasn’t even that upset he had to get help from someone from their class. 


Out of all of those pretentious Class 1-A kids, Todoroki wasn’t half bad on Monoma’s 
eyes or as company. He could definitely tolerate further interactions. 
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IN THE FORM OF LATE-NIGHT CURRY by kag 


Momo knows it is impolite to stare but she cannot help stand there in the doorway to 
the kitchen, mug in hand as she watches Todoroki extricate himself from a pile of 
plastic containers. Well, extricate is probably somewhat of a stretch, given that he is 
not actually in any of the containers, nor are they open but there are neon pink, purple, 
green Tupperware containers strewn all across the floor and Todoroki appears frozen 
amongst them. 


Then a hand jerkily reaches out, swipes a container of biscuits off of his chest. It falls to 
the floor, rattles. Momo vaguely recognizes them as the ones that Satou made for the 
class earlier that day. 


She puts her mug down on the counter, bends down and picks one up. 
Todoroki’s gaze snaps to her, wide and surprised. 
“Yaoyorozu.” 


Momo reaches for another container, stacks it up on the counter. Hm. Interesting that 
someone would put Kit-Kats in a container. Todoroki is still staring at her. “Don’t let 
me stop you,” she says. 


“It's not what it looks like,” he mutters. 


She’s not quite sure what he means by that but Todoroki has a track record for saying 
things that make sense only after five minutes. Perhaps this will be one of them. 


“| hope you found what you were looking for,” she says before she steps past him, the 
ground now clear of plastic death traps. 


He triumphantly waves a silver foil packet that crinkles with the motion. 
“That's not soba,” she says to the pack of instant curry. 
Todoroki nods. 


“Not yet, it isn’t.” 


Katsuki usually sleeps well. Usually. Tonight, for some reason, is not one of those 
nights. Tonight, his stomach growls. He growls back. It growls again like it hadn’t heard 
him. 


The dim glowing light of his alarm clock laughs back at him. Two in the morning. 
Really? 


His stomach growls again and Katsuki admits well, not defeat, but a temporary truce, 
kicks his blanket off, slides into his slippers and shuffles towards the door. It’s fine. 
There aren't any practical sessions tomorrow and he can afford to be a little off. 


The trudge to the kitchen is marred only by a yawn. Damn, he really isn’t a midnight 
person. Makes sense. Being awake at this time’s real bad for health and he knows he’s 
got to be in tip-top shape for— 


What the fuck is going on in the kitchen. 


Katsuki is a fairly observant person. He’s just good at things like this. So it takes him 
less than two seconds to catalogue what is going on. 


There is the smell of curry in the air, tinged with the smell of something very clearly 
burnt and perhaps even the underlying scent of... tea? Then there are the sounds. The 
sounds of metal clattering and plastic on tile, of the hissing of something boiling over 
and the mild hum of the gas, a squeak of surprise and a ‘Huh’. 


Then there are the occupants of the kitchen. 
Katsuki rubs his eyes to make sure he’s not seeing things. 
He's not. 


It is Half-and-Half and Ponytail standing there in the kitchen in the middle of an 
absolute disaster zone. The silver of a foil packet, flour—where they'd even get flour 
from and what do they think they’re doing with it—dusting all the surfaces, a smudge 
of he doesn’t even know what on Ponytail’s face, an upheld spatula. 


And the way they both appear to be staring over a boiling pot. 

Katsuki takes a deep breath. 

“What are you two complete idiots up to?” 

“Bakugou-san,” says Ponytail. “You are an excellent cook.” 

Katsuki growls, then blinks twice in quick succession at her empty bowl. Holy— 


She dabs at her mouth with a handkerchief. “Thank you for the meal.” 


“| didn't do it for you,” he snaps, putting down his own chopsticks. “I did it so we'd 
have a kitchen tomorrow when the others wake up for breakfast.” 


Half-and-Half slurps at his curry noodles. Well, at least one of them eats at a normal 
human being speed. Even if he looks like someone took his favorite toy away from him. 
They asked for curry noodles so they got curry noodles and Todoroki can go shove his 
cold soba addiction somewhere where the sun don’t shine if he’s going to be 
ungrateful. 


“It's... good,” he says instead. Then half a clap later, “I still like cold soba better.” 


Ponytail’s eyes twinkle. Katsuki closes his eyes so he will not explode, opens them and 
takes another bite from his own bowl. This instant curry isn’t great but it’s the fastest 
thing he could have put together to get these two... incompetent fools out of his hair. 


How can a person be so good at chemistry but so bad at following the instructions on 
the back of a foil packet? How can a person be so addicted to soba but be so terrible 
at boiling water? Actually, how can a person able to control the temperature of a 
bathtub with his hands burn a pot on a stove from trying to heat water up? 


It makes no sense and Katsuki’s tired brain wants it to make sense, but it doesn’t. 


Bring water to a boil. Put noodles in. Stir for four minutes. Remove from hot water. 
Microwave curry in foil packet at 7OOW for 2 min. Take out and pour over soba 
noodles. Done. 


He looks at them. Ponytail sips at her tea. 
Tea. She can make tea. How can she not boil water? It makes no sense. 
Half-and-Half finishes the last of his noodles. 


Instant curry soba is literally the easiest recipe ever, perhaps barring TKG, raw egg over 
rice. Surely they can manage that. 


An image of egg-sticky rice on the floor pops into Katsuki’s head. Or, worse-still, the 
sensation of crunching into eggshell. 


Yeah, never mind that. 
Katsuki shudders. 


“Are you cold, Bakugou?” says Todoroki and Katsuki has to hold himself back from 
flinging something at his face. 


“Put that down,” says Katsuki. 

Todoroki looks over at him rather mournfully. 

“| said,” says Katsuki, “put the goddamn pot down, Half-and-Half.” 

“It's not done,” says Todoroki who is holding a glowing pot. 

Katsuki takes a step into the kitchen at one in the morning. “| can see that.” 
“The recipe says that if | stop, it won't work.” 


Katsuki takes a deep breath. “Half-and-Half, that recipe was right but you really need 
to put the goddamn pot down before you burn yourself.” 


Todoroki opens his mouth. 
“You're not about to tell me you can’t burn yourself, are you?” 
Todoroki closes his mouth. 


“Oh,” says Ponytail who has materialized somehow from the elevators. “Good 
evening, Todoroki-san, Bakugou-san.” 


“Yaoyorozu.” Half-and-Half's eyes light up. Gross. Katsuki debates throwing the rest of 
the cold soba directly into Todoroki’s face, then decides that the cleanup wouldn't be 
worth it. 


“May |?” 
“No,” snaps Katsuki. “We didn’t make—” 


“Of course,” says the traitor next to him. “There’s seconds by the sink. Bakugou makes 
good soba.” 

Et tu, Peppermint Stick. 

1" 


Her eyes sparkle as she returns with a bowl. “Bakugou-san! What a delight 


Katsuki growls even as his cheeks pink. 


“Good evening, Bakugou-san.” 

Katsuki groans. 

“Go the fuck back to sleep, Ponytail.” 

“Oh my,” she says instead. “Are you making raw egg on rice?” 


Make is a stretch for what is literally cracking a raw egg over rice, sprinkling soy sauce 
on and mixing it. But yes. 


“I've never... had that before.” 

Katsuki’s hands pause in stirring the mixture in his rice bowl. 
Ponytail looks back at him with that same mildly excited smile. 
“...You're serious.” 

She blinks. 

“Holy fuck,” says Katsuki. “You're actually serious.” 

She nods slowly. 


Katsuki growls and shoves his bowl at her. 


“Yaoyorozu. Bakugou.” 


“No,” says Katsuki. “This is not happening. No, it’s not happening. This is not fucking 
happening.” 


Ponytail presses a hand to her mouth in front of her empty rice bowl. At this point he 
isn’t even surprised anymore at just how quickly she puts food away. 


“What's that?” 
“TKG,” she says. “It’s surprisingly delicious for how simple it is to make.” 


“You mean how simple it is for me to make,” Katsuki growls. “You two fools would 
have egg stuck on the ceiling somehow.” 


“Oh my,” she says. “You might be mistaking us for Asui-san or Uraraka-san.” 


“| would never,” he snorts. “Froggy and Round Face can cook.” 


“He's right,” says Todoroki who has sat down next to them. His mismatched eyes are 
fixed expectantly on Katsuki, flicking between bowl and chopstick. 


“The fuck you want?” 
Todoroki stares at the bowl. 


Ponytail bites her lip in what Katsuki has now come to understand is her version of 
bending over in laughter. 


Todoroki pouts harder. 


Katsuki sighs and gets up from his seat. 


“He's gonna—" 

“—but—" 

“No, | think we should—" 

“Should.” 

“| believe—" 

“And the fuck are you two up to again?” 

The two people who kicked his ass in training earlier today jump simultaneously. 


“Oh no,” says Katsuki when he sees the baking tray. “Oh no, you're not going to 
explode the oven on my watch.” 


“The recipe seemed so simple.” 

“Says the fire quirk who burned water and the chemistry prodigy that let him?” 
mn 

“Don't fucking touch, Half-and-Half, or you'll burn your fingers.” 

“...[s that possible, Todoroki-san?” 


“I've never tried.” 


“Don't!” Katsuki slaps Todoroki’s hands away. “For fuck’s sake, how'd you both make it 
to high school without dying?” 


Two pairs of confused eyes look back at him. 


Katsuki sighs and shoves a freshly-baked cookie into Todoroki’s mouth. It crumbles 
properly. 


“Good evening, Bakugou-san.” 


Katsuki grunts, shuffles past Yaoyorozu who passes him a cup of tea. Lavender. Smells 
a little like old people but it isn’t half bad. 


“Todoroki-san will be down in a moment.” 

Katsuki grunts again in ‘I-didn’t-ask’. 

“Sorry,” says Todoroki who has only now appeared. 
Katsuki grunts at him from where he is beating eggs. 

“Is there anything we can—" 

“No,” he says. “Just sit there and don’t touch anything.” 


The curl to her lips suggests that Yaoyorozu would say something like ‘yes, mom’ if she 
were any less polite. But she does not. Todoroki just perches himself on the same stool 
as usual, eyes fixed on the bowl. 


The kitchen lapses into silence broken only by the gentle clink of wood on glass, of the 
sputter start of the gas fire. 


Katsuki shoves bowls at them two days later as they step into the kitchen. 
“Oh,” says Ponytail, eyes wide. “|—" 
“Thanks, Bakugou.” 


“Bakugou is a good friend of mine,” says Todoroki on the TV screen. 


Katsuki is just about to leap out of his seat in the common room and strangle the 
peppermint head when Todoroki continues. 


“He regularly cooks supper for us.” 


“Bakugou!!” Shitty Hair turns on him with the despairing look of a kicked puppy. “You 
cook for Todoroki?” 


Dunce Face moans dramatically. “Regularly?! Todoroki said ‘regularly’! Are we not your 
friends, Bakugou? When did you replace us with Todoroki?” 


“| didn't fucking replace anyone with Half-and-Half,” Katsuki growls. “We're not 
friends.” 


“Then why don’t you cook for us?” Tape Spiderman raises a hurt eyebrow. 

“| don't—" 

“You do,” says the pink alien. “Yaomomo says you cook for them.” 

“Yaomomo too?!” 

“Only to stop them from blowing up the kitchen,” Katsuki growls. “You should have—” 
Four faces blink blankly back at him. 

"...What?” 


When Shouto shuffles back into the dorms in the late evening, it is to the light still 
being on in the kitchen. His stomach growls traitorously. Damn. He really should start 
kicking this eating-late-at-night habit. Though Bakugou really is a good cook. 


A plate of curry rice is placed in front of him. 

“This is the last one,” says Bakugou. 

“Huh?” 

“He found out,” says Yaoyorozu. “Welcome back, Todoroki-san.” 


“Ah,” says Shouto as he puts his bag down on the floor, picks up the proffered 
chopsticks. “Sorry.” 


Bakugou simply growls. 


“You're cooking tomorrow, Half-and-Half.” 
Shouto nods. “Alright.” 


“ 


“And you're not getting off easy either, Ponytail. 


The curry is delicious. 
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BOREDOM CALLS by generally_nice 


Last time Denki was bored, it may or may not have ended with Gym Gamma in an acid- 
induced melted mess, and one very angry and very tired teacher. Before that he’d 
started a rumor that caused the entire school to go into lockdown. During this 
particular bout of boredom, Denki had decided that jump scaring anyone he came 
across would be an excellent way to blow time. 


Now, for his first victim. He slipped into the elevator, hiding against the wall next to the 
door. Whoever was unfortunate enough to enter would be curing Denki’s boredom, 
which was a noble feat in and of itself. 


Denki almost leaped in maniacal glee when the doors scraped open, and a fuzzy- 
socked foot stuck its way inside. Denki jumped out, shrieking with his arms flailing 
haphazardly. “GRAHH!” 


Mina screamed, and Denki resisted the urge to collapse from the sheer volume. She 
swiped a gloved hand at him, but he ducked and rolled, sticking his tongue out at her 
pale face as the doors shut with a hollow click. 


He sniggered and crept along the wall in search of his next victim. He didn't have to 
search for long as shaky voices drifted down the hallway. 


“Mina? Are you o-okay?” Eijirou sounded more scared than he should. Mina screamed 
all the time, for much sillier reasons than the one Denki had given her. 


“Kirishima, | wouldn’t worry too much about it. One time she screamed because a 
puppy came on TV and she couldn't believe how soft it looked.” Ochako laughed, but 
it had a nervous edge. 


Denki resisted the urge to cackle. This was exactly the entertainment he had been 
looking for. He peered around the corner to see Eijirou reaching for Ochako’s arm 
hesitantly, his hand hovering in the air in his indecision. Denki could almost see the 
thoughts going through his head. ‘Sheesh, this is kind of scary. Grabbing Uraraka’s arm 
would help him calm my nerves, but that wouldn't be manly at all! Gah!’ 


The blond held back his own laughter, waiting for the perfect moment to arrive. 
Ochako gulped, anxiety palpable in her voice. “Haha... you can go first, Kirishima.” 


Denki watched Eijirou consider her words. ‘Shoot! If | don’t go, that wouldn't be manly 
for sure! But I’m so scared!!’ 


The redhead straightened, puffing out his chest indignantly. It seemed his choice had 
been made. “Alright! It’s just the elevator hallway! How scary can that even be! Not 
scary at all, duh!” 


Ochako followed closely behind him as he stomped forward, eventually walking beside 
him instead. Denki assumed she had come to the conclusion that there was, in fact, 
nothing to be afraid of. Too quick to jump to conclusions, unfortunately for her. 


“RAWRRR!” Denki let his mouth fall open in what he hoped was an intimidating 
expression, but probably just made him look like an idiot. Both a means to a satisfying 
end, he supposed. 


To his sheer joy, both Eijirou and Ochako gave Denki the outburst he was craving. 
Ochako let out a surprised yelp, and Eijirou yelled, stumbling back and falling on his 
butt with a thud, his mouth wide open and gaping like a fish out of water. Denki 
wheezed with laughter, wiping tears from the corners of his eyes as he clutched his 
stomach. “You should’ve...seen the look...on your faces!” 


Ochako pouted, crossing her arms. “Not nice, Kaminari!” 


Denki bowed dramatically. “| never said | was nice, my friend. | did mention that | 
would be using you all for entertainment at times and dates that were undetermined. 
Now is that time and date. Thank you for your contribution to curing my boredom.” 


Eijirou recovered enough to speak, his mouth forming actual words instead of the silent 
floundering. “You suck, Kamibro.” 


Denki considered the remark with a thoughtful tap to his chin. “Maybe so, but you 
swallow.” 


Eijirou choked, and Ochako joined Denki in his wheezing. “You had that one coming, 
Kirishima. Good job, Kaminari, you got us. Maybe a warning next time?” 


Denki smiled sweetly, his fingers crossed behind his back. “Oh, but of course! 
Whatever you ask of me | will do my best to fulfill, as you are my very best friend.” 


Eijirou whipped his head to the side so that he was no longer facing Denki, forehead 
creased in dramatized pain. “Bro, I’m wounded.” 


Ochako shrugged. “You can have him, Kirishima. Deku’s cooler anyway.” 


Denki wanted to be offended, he really did, but unfortunately, she was absolutely right. 
He saluted, resigned. “| aspire to reach his level of coolness one day and join him as 
one of the Ascended Bros.” 


Eijirou nodded sagely. “Every bro dreams of becoming as powerful as an Ascended 
Bro, but few are strong enough.” 


Ochako batted him with a magazine that Denki had not noticed she was carrying. 
“Come on, Kirishima. Are we studying or what?” 


Eijirou ruffled Denki’s hair fondly before following her to the elevator. “See ya, 
Kamibro.” 


Denki swatted at him, smoothing down his now-ruined hair indignantly. “Fuck off. See 
you, loser.” 


Eijirou chuckled, and then Denki was alone in the hallway. The wall next to the doorway 
was a great place for him to hide based on how much foot traffic the area got. It was 
the location of the only elevator, after all. Soon enough, he heard stomping feet and a 
familiar barking voice. 


|" 


“—the fuck up Glasses! | don’t fucking care about your shitty rules 
“Bakugou! Your language cannot be negotiated!” 
“The fuck it can’t! I'll say whatever the hell | want to, four-eyed bastard!” 


Oh, it would be so funny to scare Katsuki. Denki giggled to himself, giddy as he 
peeked into the commons. One glance at the explosions sparking along Katsuki’s 
palms made Denki reconsider his decision. Was getting blasted into tomorrow really 
worth seeing Katsuki flinch? Would he even flinch? Or just send Denki into the next 
plane of existence with one of his Howitzer Impacts? 


Denki was willing to bet money on the latter. He resisted the urge to shudder, taking a 
deep breath to calm himself down—he was the opposite of calm, his heart was racing, 
and his hands were sweatier than the palms of the very devil he was debating 
attempting to jump scare, for Christ’s sake—before stepping out of his hiding place. 
Accidentally scaring Katsuki was honestly probably worse than purposely doing so. 


Katsuki—thank the powers above—stormed past him without a second glance. Tenya 
was behind him. 


Denki smiled, an evil expression that could only bring misfortune, whether it be on 
himself or on his peers. 


“GRRR!” He leaped out in front of Tenya, and to his pure unadulterated joy, the class 
president actually flinched. 


After swiftly regaining his composure, slightly sweating, his bespectacled classmate 
gave the air in front of him a harsh chop, and his eyebrows met in the center of his 
forehead in disapproval. “Kaminari! Scaring your fellow students is absolutely 
unacceptable behavior from a hero hopeful!” 


Denki bit his lip in a weak attempt not to smirk. “Sorry, Prez. Won't happen again.” 


Tenya straightened out his tie, still mildly flustered. “It better not! Now, Bakugou! Get 
back here!” 


Denki let out an ugly snort as he finally left the wonderful elevator hallway. He had 
made an amazing discovery and by no means would he let it out of his grasp easily. In 
order to do that, he would have to make people forget that he’d scared them there. 


And the only way to do that? Well, that’s obvious. He had to scare them somewhere 
else. 


Denki set up his new camp in the entryway to the front door in the common room, 
snacks tucked into the pocket of his too-large hoodie. He surveyed the area before 
deciding to hide in the coats hung along the wall, and plopped himself down between 
two at random, a puffy white one that was almost definitely Mina’s, and an overcoat 
that looked expensive enough to pay for the rest of Denki’s high-school career, and 
probably his first apartment. It had to be Shouto’s. 


Anyway, back to the task. Wait for his classmates to come home. He wouldn't be able 
to catch anyone he’d already scared this way, but he didn’t really mind. If he just didn’t 
scare them for a while, it would be a more effective way to get them to forget he’d 
done it in the first place. 


He idly munched on chips as he waited, wondering who would arrive back at the 
dorms next and become his next victim. Maybe Hanta? Had Hanta even gone out 
today? Denki wasn’t sure. Well. He just had to wait and see. 


Denki must've dozed off at some point because he awoke to the jingle of keys in the 
door and the sound of voices. He sat up quickly and was immediately overcome with 
crippling vertigo as blood rushed to his head. He fell forwards out of his hiding place 
amongst the coats and looked up at the concerned forms of Tsuyu and Tooru. 


“Boo?” he tried weakly, his vision still sort of wonky. 


Tooru patted his shoulder sympathetically, having to lean down a bit because of his 
position on the floor despite her short stature. “It was a good try, Kaminari.” 


Tsuyu placed a finger on her lip, contemplating. “No. You seemed more surprised to 
see us than we were to see you, kero.” 


Denki sighed. “Yeah. I'll get you next time!” 
Tooru giggled lightly. “You can sure try!” 


Tsuyu only nodded before removing her shoes and entering the common room, Tooru 
on her heels. Maybe Hanta had a point about Denki’s sleep deprivation if he could fall 
asleep in a crouch behind a bunch of coats. 


No matter. Denki had bigger fish to fry than his own lack of rest. Namely: the next 
classmate that walked through that door. Denki would be ready if it killed him. 


Thankfully, no dying was necessary, as Fumikage entered the dorm with Dark Shadow 
wrapped around his arm like some sort of funky crow-headed snake. Dark Shadow 
looked directly at Denki in his hiding spot and Denki held a finger to his lips to keep 
him quiet. Denki knew Dark Shadow loved a good prank just as much as he himself 
did, so he didn’t worry about it ruining his fun. 


Dark Shadow simply looked away from the coats as if he hadn't noticed anything there. 
Excellent. As Fumikage began unlacing his tall complicated-looking boots that he kept 
so well hidden beneath his long cloak (actually...how much height did those things give 
him, anyway? Not fair!), Denki was preparing himself for the moment he would strike. 


As Fumikage began to rise, tucking his boots under his arm, Denki shot out of the 
coats. “GARGHH!”" 


His classmate didn’t so much as blink at him. 
Denki stared open-mouthed at a disconcertingly calm Fumikage. “How...” 


Fumikage picked at his cloak. “Jump scares do not startle me, as | have long since 
become one with the darkness, led by Dark Shadow’s sinister claw.” 


Denki blinked at him, then leaned towards Dark Shadow. “Translate?” 


Dark Shadow squawked, “Fumi’s not startled by jump scares because | spent so much 
time scaring him when he was a kid.” 


Fumikage glared at him before turning towards Denki. “His insidious clutches are 
inescapable, and thus your efforts are for naught. My apologies for not bringing you 
the amusement you so desired. As is custom for a being of the dark, | suppose.” 


Denki once again stared blankly, prodding Dark Shadow with his elbow. Dark Shadow 
sighed heavily. “He says he'll never be affected by jump scares again because of my 
wondertul fun all those years ago—l’m really such a genius, looking out for him like 
that. Now he'll be an even more effective hero! Oh, and he’s sorry he couldn't make 
you laugh by being scared.” 


Denki rubbed his head. “| have no idea how you got that comprehensible sentence 
from whatever poetic jargon Tokoyami was spewing. No offense, Tokoyami. I’m just 
not passing Literature class as it is, and your way of speaking isn’t... something | can 
understand easily.” 


Denki redirected his gaze to the boots Fumikage still held. “Actually, if you're really 
sorry, there’s one thing you can do for me.” 


Eijirou sat with Denki and Fumikage in the common area, the former two nursing cups 
of tea while the latter tapped away at his computer in search of a pair of platform boots 
for Denki. Denki turned to Eijirou with a thoughttful tilt of the head. “You know, you 
learn a lot about a person based on their reaction to a jump scare.” 


The redhead stirred his tea. “Oh yeah? What did my reaction tell you?” 


Denki smirked. “That you actually believe in ghosts. No, what | really saw was that you 
were hesitant to ask for help, but you also didn’t believe in yourself, so it was a circle of 
anxiety.” 


Eijirou sputtered, face bright red. “I will admit that was... scarily accurate.” 


The blond shrugged. “The reaction tells all, bro. If | didn’t know the whole story, | 
would've assumed Tokoyami’s reaction—or lack of one—was because he likes scary 
things anyway and is usually more comfortable in environments or situations most 
people would find creepy.” 


Eijirou set his cup down before folding his hands in his lap. “Kamibro, have you ever 
considered becoming a psychologist?” 


Denki cocked his head to the side. He had no idea what that word meant. “Huh?” 


His classmate sighed. “Never mind. What's Tokoyami searching for anyway?” 


Denki crossed his arms, looking away. “That is a secret | will never tell.” 
Eijirou turned to Fumikage, eyes pleading. “Tokobroooo—what is it?” 


Fumikage simply continued tapping away at his laptop. “Kaminari and | have made a 
pact stronger than any bond of friendship. If | do not reveal his motives, he will keep 

secret something he knows about my truest self, something | shall never announce or 
discuss.” 


Eijirou pouted. “You guys are no fun.” 


The blond, still smug from his previous victories, gave him a sage look. “Fun is simply a 
distraction from the tragedy that is humanity.” 


Fumikage grunted his approval. “Wise words.” 


Eijirou shook his head and slumped further into the couch. Fumikage turned the laptop 
towards Denki. “How about this?” 


Denki nodded earnestly, excitement bubbling in the pit of his chest. He could be tall! 


The front door clicked, distracting him from the task at hand, and a voice filtered into 
the common area. “Hey, I’m back!” 


Izuku. At that moment, Denki didn’t think he was quite ready to be done scaring 
people. Eijirou responded in kind. “Yo, welcome home Midobro!” 


Denki slipped off the couch and around the corner, chuckling to himself. Izuku was sure 
to have a great reaction. Denki did feel a tiny bit bad exploiting his jumpiness like that, 
but it was all in good fun. 


Denki heard Eijirou and Izuku’s muted conversation, and then the soft padding of 
Izuku's stocking feet on the carpet of the common room. Wait for it... wait for it... now! 


“BOO!” 


Denki expected to see a pale freckled face, or maybe a nervous laugh, or at least a 
little yelp. 


What he did not expect was a fist sparking with green lighting to sail directly into his 
nose. 


Denki woke with a groan and a pang in his poor abused nasal cavity. He was in his bed, 
and he could feel a bandage covering the bridge of his nose. Recovery Girl must've 
come to see him because he was certain he’d heard something crack from the force of 
the punch, and the pain Denki was feeling was nowhere near the pain of a broken 
nose. 


He figured he wasn’t fully healed because he didn't have enough energy for Recovery 
Girl to use. Oh well. He felt kind of stupid for not thinking of the possibility that Izuku 
would react violently to that sort of thing. Well. Scaring his friends was certainly a 
mistake he'd learned from, no matter how entertaining it had been. 


He'd just have to find better ways to entertain himself in the future, preferably in ways 
that didn’t involve broken noses and punching. 


The scaring was really funny though. 
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